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PREFACE 
B Y | 
Mr. DRYDEN. 
T HE Life of Ovid being already written 


in our language before the Tranſlation of 
| his Mctamorphoſes , 1 will not preſume 
fo far upon my ſelf, to think, I can add any thing 
to Mr. Sandys his undertaking. The Engliſh 
Reader may there be ſatisfied , that he flouriſh'd 
in the Reign of Auguſtus Cxſar, that he was Ex- 
tralfed from an Ancient Family of Roman Knights ; 
that he was born to the Inheritance of a Splendid 
Fortune, that he was deſigu'd tothe Study of the Law 3 
and had made confiderabls progreſs in it, before he 
quitted that Profeſſzon, for this of Poetry, to which 
he was more naturally form'd. The Canſe of his Ba- 
zaiſinaent is unknown 5, becauſe he was himſelf unwilling 
further to provoke the Emperour , by aſtriving it to 
any other reaſon, than what was pretended by Aus 
gultus, which was the Laſeiviouſneſs of his Elegies, 
and his Art of Love, *Tis true they are not to be E.x- 
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ens dinthe ſererity of Manners, as being able to Cor- 
rupt a larger Empire, if there were any, than that of 
Rowe 3 et this may be ſaid in behalf of Ovid, that 
#0 man has ever treated the Paſſion of Love with ſo 
munch Delicacy of thought,, and of Expreſſin , or 
fearch'd into ihe nature of it more Philoſophically than 
he. Andthe Emperour who condemwd him, had as 
little reafon as another Mun to puniſh that fault with 
Jo much ſererity, if at leaſt he were the Author of a 
certain FEpigram, ni is aſcribd to him , relating 
toike Cauſe of ihe firſi Cizil Way betwixt himſelf ard 
Mark Anthony the Trinmuir, nth 15 more fuljome 
than any paſſage I have met within our Poet. {o paſs 
by the naked familiarity of his Expreſſions to Horace, 
which are cited in that Authors Life , 1 need only 
mention one notorious AG of his in taking Livia to 
his Bed, when ſhe was not only Married, but with 
Child by ter Husband, then living. But Decds, it 
ſeems, may be Juſtified by Arbitrary Power , when 


words are quejticn'd in a Poet. There is another 


gheſs of the Grammarians, as far from truth as the 


firſt from Reafen 5 they will have him Baniſh'd for 
fome favours , which they fay he receiv/d from Julia, 
ihe Danebicr of Auguſtus, whom they think te Ce- 
leby ates mider ihe Name of Corinna 21 kis Elegies - 
But he who will objerze the Verſes which are made to 
that Miſtreſs, may gatter ſrour the whole contexture 
of thenr, that Corinna was net a Woman of the biel - 
eſt Gnality : If Julia were ther Marricd 10 Agrippa, 
wy fhenld cur Poet mate his Petition fo Ifis, for 
fer jafe delizery, and afterwaras, Cond:le ter if 
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carriage 5, whech for ought he knew might be by her own 
Husband 2 Or indeed how durſt he be ſo bold io make 
the _ diſcovery of ſuch a Crime, which was no leſs 
than Capital, eſpecially Committed againſt a Perſon 
of Agrippa's Rank? Or if it were before her Mar- 
riage, he would ſurely have been more diſcreet, tha 
to have publiſſd an Accident, which muſt have been 
fatal to ther both. But what moſt Confirms me againſt 
this Opinion is, that Ovid himſelf complains that 
the true Perſon of Corinna was found ont by the 
Fame of his Verſes to her : which if it had been 
Julia, he durſt not have own'd ; and beſides, an. 
7m mediate puniſhment muſt have follow d. Fe ſeems 
himſelf more truly to have touch'd at the Canſe of his 
Exile in thoſe obſcure Verſes, 
Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumina fect? @*e. 
Namely, that he had either ſeen, or was Conſcions 
to ſomewhat, . which had procur'd him his diferace. 
But neither am T ſatisfied that this was the Tnceſt of the 
Emperour with his own Daughter: For Augaſtus was of 
a nature too vindicatice to have contented himſelf with 
Jo ſmall a Revenge, or ſo unſaſe to himſelf. as that of 
Simple Baniſhment,and would certainly have ſecur®d bis 
Crimes from publick, notice by the death of hinz who 
was witneſs to them. Neither have Hiſtories given 
us any fight into ſuch an Aion of this Emperonr : 
or would he (the greateſt Politician of his time, ) in 
all probability, have manag'd his Crimes with ſa little 
ſecreſie, as not to ſhun the Obſervation of any man, 'lt 
ſeems more provable that Ovid was either the Confi- 
dent of ſome other paijzon, or that be had ſtumbled ty 
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ſome inadvertency upon the privacies of Livia , an 

ſeen rerin a Bath: For the words | 
Sine veſte.D1anam, 

agree better with Livia, who had the Fame of Chaſtity, 


than with either of the Julia's, who were both noted 


of incontinency. The firſt Verſes which were made 
by bim in his Youth, 3d :ccited publickly, according 
tothe Cuſtom, werc, as ke himſelf aſſures us, to Co- 
rinna: his Baniſhment kappir''d not till the age of fifty : 
from which it may be aedud, with probability enough, 
that the love of Corinna dia mot occaſion it : Nay ke 
tells us plainly, that his offence was that of Erronur 01- 
ly, not of wickedneſs : and in the ſame Paper of Verſes 
alſo, that the cauſe was noioricuſly known at Rome, 
though it be left ſo obſcrire to aficr ages. 

But to leave Conjeciurcs cn 4 Ynbject fo incertain, 
ard to write ſomewhat yore Anthemiick of this Port : 
That he frequented the Conrt of Auguſtus, and was 


well receied init, is moſt undoubted: all his Poems 


bear the Charadcr of a Court, axd appear to be writ- 
ten as the French call it Cavalierement : add to 
this, that the Titles of many of kis Elegies, and mere 
of his Letters in lis Bamſhment, are addreſs d 10 
perjons well kyown to us, even at this diſtance, to have 

been conſiderable in that Cant, = 
Nor was his acquaintance leſs with the famens Pocts 
of his age, than with the Noble- men and Tadies; he 
tells you Eimſclf, in a particular account of his onn 
Life, that Macer, Horace, Tibullus, Propertius, 
and many others of them were his familiar Friends , 
ard ihat joe of them communicatcd their Writings 
to 
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to him : but that he had only ſeen Virgil. 

If the imitation of Nature be the buſineſs of a Poet, 
T hnow no Author who can juſtly be compar'd with ours, 
eſpecially in the Deſcription of the paſſions. And to 
prove this, I ſhall need no other Judges than the 
generality of his Readers : for all Paſſuns being in- 
born with us, we are almoſt equally fFudges when we 
arc concern'd in the repreſentation of them : Now T 
will appeal to any man who has read ihis Poet, whes . 
ther he find not the natural Emoticn of the ſame Paſ- 
ſton in kimfelf, which the Poet defcrites in his feign'd 
perſons 2 his thoughts which are the Pilures and re- 
fults of thoſe Peſſuons, are gexerally ſuch as naturally 
ariſe from thoje diſorderly Motions of cur Spirits. 
Tet, not to ſpeak. too partially in kis Lehalf , 1 will con- 
feſs that the Copionſneſs of bis Wit was ſuch, that ke 
often writ too pointedly fir lis Suljc, ard made 
tis perſons ſpeak more Elequerily than ike violence of 
their Paſſicn would admit: fo that he is frequently 
witty out of ſeaſon : leaving the imitaticn of Nature, 
ard the cooler diffates of lis Judemert, for ihe falſe 
applanſe of Fancy, Tet he feems to have found out 
this I[mperfedon in his ripcr age : for why elje ſhould 
he complain that his Metamorphoſis was left un- 
niſh'd £ Nothing fare can be added to the Vit of . 
that Poem, or of the reſt : lit many things cught to. 
have been rerench*d 5 which T ſuppoſe would have been 
the buſineſs of his fee, if his Misfurtumes had net 
come too faſt upon him, Lut take kim uncorrefled as 
Le is tranfmitted tous, ard it muſt be acknowledg'd in 
Jpight cf his Dutch Friends, the Communtators, cen 
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of Julius Scaliger himſelf, that Seneca's Cenſure will 
ſtand good againſt him 3 
Neſcivit quod bene ceſlit relinquere : 
he never knew how togive over, when he had done well 
but continrally varying the ſame ſence an hundred ways 
and taking up in another place, what he had more than . 
enough inculcated before, he ſometimes cloys his Rea- © 
ders inſtead of ſatisfyirg them : and gives occaſion to © 
his Tranſlators, who dare not cover him, to bluſh at the 
nakedneſs of their Father. This then is the Allay of 
Ovid*s writing, which is ſufficiently recompencd by 
his other Excellenciesz nay this very fault is not with- 
out its Reauties : for the moſt ſevere Cenſor cannot 
but be pleas d with the prodigality of his Wit, though 
at the ſame time he could have wiſh'd, that the Maſier 
of it had been a better Manager. Exzery thing which 
he does, becomes him, and if ſometimes he appear 
too gay , yet there is a ſecret gracefulneſs of youth, 
which accompanies bis Writings , though the ſtay dneſs 
and ſobricty of Age be wanting. 1n the moſt material 
part, whichis the condu@F, tis certain that he ſeldom 
has miſcarrjed : for if his Elegies be compar'd with 
thoſe of Tibullus, and Propertius his Contempo- 
raries, it will be found that thoſe Poets ſeldom de- 
frewd before they writ And though the Language of 
7 ibullus be zzore poliſid, and the Learning of Pro- 
pertius , efpectally in his Fourth Book, more ſet 
owt to ofientation « Tet their common pradice, was to 
lock no further before the than the next Lines whence 
it will inevitably follow, that they can drive to no cer- 
tain point, bat ramole from one Subject to _— 
ati 
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3 and conclude with ſomewhat which 7s not of apiece 
2 with their beginning c 

7 Purpurevs late qui fſplendeat, unus & alter 
's FJ Afſſuitur pannus : As Horace ſays, 
js © though the Verſes are Golden, they are but patch'd into 
72 : the Garment, Put our Poet has always the Goal in 
* his Eje, which dire@s Lint in his Race; jome Beanti- 
fo _ fil deſign, which be firſt eſtabliſhcs, and then contrives 
e 7 the means, which will naturally condud@# it to his eng. 
f } This will be Evident to . Fudicions Readers in this 
y © work of his Epiſtles, of which jomewhat , at leaſt in 
= Z* general, will be expefed. 

The Title of them inour late Editions is Epiſtole 
Heroidum, The Letters of the Heroines. But Hein- 
fius has judg'd more truly, that ihe Inſcription of 
our Author was barely, Epiltles; which ke concludes 
from his cited Verſes, where Ovid aſſerts this Work, 
as his own Inzention, and uot berrow'd from the 
Greeks, whom (as the Maſters of iteir Learning,) 
4 the Romans »ſually did imntate. Butt it appears not 
| from their writers , that any of the Grecians ever 
touet.d upon this way, which our Poet therefore juſtly 
has vindicated to Eimfelf. TI quarrel not at the word 
Heroidum, becauſe *tis usd by Ovid in his Art of 
Lowuc: 

Jupiter ad veteres ſupplex Heroidas ibat. 
But ſure ke cen'd not be guilty of ſuch an cver-fieht, 
to call kis Work bythe Name of Heroincs, when there 
are divers men Heroes, as ramely Paris, Lean- 
der, ard Acontius, jejzd in it, Except Sabinus, 
" mho writ ſeme Hnjwers 10 Ovids I atcrs, 
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( Quam celer & toto rediit meus orbe Sa- 
binus, ) 
I remember not any of the Romans who have treated 
this Subje& , ſave only Propertius , and that but 
onee, in his epiſtle of Arethuſa to Lycotas, which 
7s written ſo near the Style of Ovid , that it ſeems 
to be but an Imitation, ayd therefore ought not to 
defrand our Poct of the Glory of his Inwention. 
Concerning this work of the Epiſtles, I ſhall con- 
tent my ſelf' to obſerve theſe few particulars. Firſt, 
that they are generally granted 10 be the moſt perfect 
piece of Ovid, and that the Style of them 1s tender- 
ly Paſſuonate and Courtly; two properties well agrce- 
ing with the Perſons which were Heroines, and Lo- 
vers. Tet where the Charadgers were lower, as in 
OEnone, and Hero, hc has kept cloje to Nature 
in drawing his Images after a Country Life, though 
perhaps he has Romaniz'd his Grecian Dames too 
much , and made them ſpeak ſometimes as if they 
had been born in the City of Rome, and nnder the 
Empire of ' Auguſtus. There ſeems to be a0 great 
waricty in the particu'ar Stbjets which he has choſen « 
Moſt of the Epiſtles being writtez: from Ladies wlo 
were forſaken by their Lowers :- Which is the rea- 
Jon that many of the ſuns thoughts come back upon 
ns in divers Letters : But of the general Charader 
of Women which is Modeſty, he has taken a moſt be- 
coming care 5 for his amorous Expreſſions go no 
further than vertue may allow, and therefore may be 
read, as he intended them, by Matrons without a bluſh. 
Thus mich concerning the Poet : Whom you find 
| tranſlated 
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tranſlated by divers hands, that you may at leaſt 
have that variety in the Engliſh, which the Snubje@t 
denied to the Author of the Latine. It remains that 
1 ſhould ſay ſomewhat of Poctical Tranſlations 14 
general, and give my Opinicn ( with ſubmiſſien-to 
better Judgments) which way of Verſion fcems to me 
moſt proper. 

All Tranſlation. I ſuppoſe may be reduced to theſe 
three heads : 

Firſt, that of Metaphraſe , or turning an Author 
Werd by Word, and Line by IT ime, from one Lan- 
guage into another. Thus, cr wear this manner, was 
Horace his Art of Pry tranſlated by Ben. John- 
ſon. The ſecond way 7s that of Paraphraſe , or 
Tranſlation with I atitude, where the Authoris kept 
in view bythe Tranſlator, ſo as never to be hiſt, but 
his words arenot ſo ſtrifly follow'd as his jcnje, and 
that too is admiticd to be amplified, but not alterd. 
Such is Mr. Wallers Trar-ſlation of Virgil's Fourth 
Mneid. The Third way is that of Imitaticn, where 
the Tranſlator ( if now he has not left that Name ) 
aſſumes the liberty not only to vary from the words and 
ſence, but to forſake them both as he ſees occaſion: and 
taking only ſome general hints from the Qriginal, 
to run diviſion on the Gronnd-werk, as he pleaſes, 


 Suchis Mr. Cowley's pradtice in turning two Odes 


of Pindar, azd one of Horace intoEngliſh. 
Concerning the Firſt of theſe Methods, our Maſter 
Horace has gizen ws this Canticn, 
Nec verbum verbo curabis reddcrc, fidus 
INterpres ——_— | | 
Nor 
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Nor word for word too faitfully tranſlate. As the © 
Earl of Roſcommon has excellently render*'d it. Too F 
faithfully is indeed pedantically : *I7s a faith like that : 
which proceeds from Superſtition, blind and zealous « © 
Take it in the Expreſſion of Sir John Denham, zo + 
Sir Rich. Fanſhaw , on his Verſcon of the Paſtor 
Fido. 

'  Thatſervile path, thou nobly do'ſt decline, 

Of tracing Word by Word and Line by Line; 

A new and nobler way thou dClt purſue, 

To make Tranf{lations, and Tranſlators too : 

They but preſerve the Aſhes, thou the Flame, 

True to his Senſe, but truer to his Fame. 

17s almoſt impoſſuble to Tranſlate verbally, and 
well, at the ſame time ;, for the Latin, ( a meſt Severe 
and Compendions Language ) often expreſſes that in 
one word, which either the Barbarity, or the narrow- 
meſs of modern Tongues cannot ſupply in more, lis 
frequent alſo that the Conceit is couch'd in ſome Ex- 
preſſion, which will be loſt in Fnglith. 

Atque 1idem Vent vela fidemque ferent. 

IVhat Poet of our Nation is ſo happy as to expreſs this 
thought Literally in Engliſh, and to ſtrike Wit or al- 
moſt Senſe out of it £ 

In ſhort the Verbal Coprer is incumberd with ſo 
many difficulties at once, that he can never diſmtangle 
himfelf from all, Fe is to conſider at the ſame time 
the thought of his Auther, and his words, and to find 
ont the Connterpart toeach in another Language s And 
beſedes this he is toconfine himſelf to the compaſs of 
Numbers, and the Slauery of Khime. *17s much like 


dancing 
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dancing on Ropes with fetter'd Legs : A man may ſhun 


a fall by uſing Caution, but the gracefullneſs of Moti- 
al,» _ gs expeded : And _— have os the 
beſt of it, *tis but a fooliſh Task 3 for no ſober man 
would put himelf into a danger for the Applanſe of 
ſeaping without breaking his Neck, We ſee Ben. 
Johnſon could not avoid obſcurity in bis literal Tran- 
ſiation of Horace , attempted in the ſame compaſs of 
Lines : nay Horace himſelf conld ſcarce have done it 
to a Greck Poet. | 
Breyis efle laboro, obſcurus fio. 
either perſpicuity or gracefulneſs will frequently be wan= 
ting. Horace has indeed avoided both theſe Rocks 
in his Tranſlation of the three firſt Lines of Ho- 
mers Odyiles, which he has Comraded intoiwo. 
Dic mihi Muſa Virum captz poſt tempora Trojz 
Qui mores hominum multorum vidit & urbes. 


Muſe, ſpeak the man, who ſince the Siege of Troy, 2 Earl of 
So many Towns, ſuch Change of Manners ſaw. x Roſe. 


But then the ſufferings of Ulyſſes, which are a C — 


frderable part of that Sentence are omitted, 


[ Os udre moaz mdy yn. |] 

The Conſideration of theſe difficulties, in a ſervile, 
literal Tranſlation, not long ſince made two of cir Fa- 
ons Wits, Sir John Denham, and Mr. Cowley 
7o contrive another way of turning Authors into our 
Tongue, calÞd by ikelatier of them, Imitation. As 


ikey were Friends, I ſuppoſe they Communicated their 
thoughts on this Subjed to each other, and therefore 
their reaſons for it are little differait : 1hareh the 
praGice of cae is mich more meacrate. I tale Intie 
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tation of an Author in their ſenſe tobe an Endeavour 
of a later Poet to write like one who has written be- 
fore hin on the ſam? Subjed : that is, not to tranſlate 
his Words, or to be Confin'd to his Senſe, but only to ſet 
him as a Pattern, and to write, as he ſuppoſes that 
Author would have dane, had he lisd in our Age, 
and in our Couniry. Yet I dare not ſay that either of 
then have carried this libertine way of rendring Au- 
thors © as Mr, Cowley calls it ) ſo far as my De- 
fimiion reaches, For in the Pindarick Odes, the 
Cuſtoms and Ceremonies of Ancient Greece are ſtill 
prefer#/d « but I know not what miſchief may ariſe 
bereafier from the Example of ſuch an innovation, 
when Writers of unequal parts to him, ſhall imitate 
fo vuld an nndertaking 5, to add and to diminiſh 
what we pleaſe, which is the way avow4 by him, ought 
only to be granted to Mr. Cowley, and that too only 
in his tranſlation of Pindar, becauſe he alone was 
avle t9 nuke him amends, by giving himbelter of his 
own, when ever he refurd his Authors thoughts. Pin- 
dar is generally knownto be a dark Writer, to want 
Connexion, ( I mean as to our underſtanding ) to' 
ſoar out of ſrebt, and leave his Reader at a Gaze : 
So wild and ungovernable a Poet cannot be tranſlated li- 
terally, his Genius is too ſtrong to bear a Chain, and 
Samoſon like be ſhakes it off : A Genius ſo elevated 
and unconfind as Mr. Cowley's, was but neceſſary 
to 41ke Pradur ſpeak Engliſh, and that was to ve 
perform'd by no other way than Imitation. But if 
Vir, or Ovid, or any regular intelligible Authors 
be this urd, 'tis no longer to be calbd their work, 
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wohen neither the thoughts nor wuords are dravujt 
from the Original: butinſtead of them there is ſome- 
thing nevv produc'd, wvuhichis almoſt the Creation of 
another hand. By this way tis true, ſomewhat that is 
Excellent may be invented, perhaps more Excellent than 
the firſt deſign, though Virgil wmſt be ſtill excepted , 
when that perhaps takes place : Tet he who is inquiſitive 
to knowv an Authors thoughts will be diſappointed in his 
expeFation, And *tis not always that a man will 
be contented to have a Preſent made hint, when he ex- 
pes the payment of a Debt, To ſtate it fairly, mie 
tation of an Author is the moſt advantagions voay 
for a Tranſlator to ſhewy himſelf but the greateſt wrong 
which can be done to the Memory and Reputation of 
the dead. Sir John Denham ( who advis'd more 
Liberty than he took himſelf ,,) gives this Reaſon for 
his Innovation , in his admirable Preface before the 
Tranſlation of the ſecond Aneid. Poetry is of fo 
ſubtil a Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 
guage 1nto :another , it will all Evaporate; and 
if a new Spirit be not added in the transfuſion, 
there will remain nothing but a Caput Mortunne. 
1 confeſs this Argument holds good againſt a literal 
Tranſlation, but who defends it ? Imitation and verbal 
Verſion are in my opinion the tovo extreams, wohich 
ought to be avoided : and therefore vohen TI have pro- 
pos d the mean betuvixt then, it woill be ſeen howy 
far his Argument wreill reach. 
No man is capable of tranſiating Poetry, who beſides 
a Genius to that Art, is not a Maſter both of his Au« 
thors Language , and of his owa: Nor muſt we un- 


A derſtand 
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depſtand the Langnace only of the Poet, but his parti- 
cular turnof Thoughts, and of Expreſſion, which are 
the Chara@ers that diſtineniſh, and as it were indivi- 
dnate hin from all other Writers. When we are come 
thus far, "tis time to look into our ſelves, to confornt 
onr Genius to his, to give his thought either the ſame 
turn, if onr tongue will bear it, or if ot, tovary but 
the dreſs, z1ct to alter or deſtroy the felt mee. The 
like Care muſt be taken of ihe wrore outward Orna- 
ments, the Words ; when th ey appear (whlichis but 
ſeldom ) liierally graceſnl, it were av injury to ihe Al- 
thor that they ſhould be. hang'd: Bui fcc cvery Lan- 
guage is fo jull of 7 its ewn propricties, that what is 
Beautiful in one, 7s ofien Barbarous, way ſometimes 
Nonjerſe in another, it would le unreaſor: able to limit 
a Tra flator to the narrow compaſs of his Anthor's 
Words : "iis enoneh if he c,uſe out jome Exprelſicn 
which does nt witiate the Senſe. 1 ſuppoſe ke may 
_ firetch his Chain1o ſuch a Latitude, but by inncvati- 
on of thonehts, methinhs he breaks it. By thes meus:s 
the Spirit of an Author may b2 Iransfus'd, and jet not 
Ioft : and thus *tis plain that the reaſon alledged by Sir 
John Denham, has zo farther force thanto Expreſſi- 
017: For thoucht, if it le trazjlaied irily, carnot be 
loſt in anoiter Langrage, but the words it. at convey it 
to or appr chenſon ( which are tte Tnace and Orna- 
areut of that thought) may le jo ill dhofen as to 
grrtake it appear in an 1. rhardſome dreſs r, and rob it if 
its native 1 ntre, There is Il rej: xe a Þ iverty to be 
allowed for the Fxpre 1jzon, either is it recelſary that 
Words and Lines fi mid Le corfn dio the meaſure of | 

| ther 
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"their Original. The ſenſe of an Author, generally 
- ſpeaking, is to be Sacred and Inviolable, If the Fan- 


cy of Ovid be Inxariant, *lis his Charader to be ſo, 
and if T rirench it, ke is no longer Ovid. It will 
ke replied that Be receives advantage by this lopping of 
kis ſuperjinons Branches, but I rejozn that a Tranſlator 
has no ſuch Right : mhen a Painter Copies from the 
life, I ſuppoje te bas no privitedge to alter Features, 
and I incaments, nnder pretenc? that his Pidure will 


lock better : perkaps ihe Face which Le has drawn 
' would be more Exad, if the Eyes, or Noſe were at- 


ied, but *tis tis buſneſs to make it reſemble the O- 

riginal. Tntwo Cajes only there may a ſeeming dif- 

feulty ariſe, that is, if the thought be notoriouſly tri- 
wal or diſhoneſt 5 But the ſame Anſwer will ſerve 
for voth, that then they ought not to le Trarſtated. 

Et que 
Deſperes traftata nitcſccre polle, relinquas. 
Tins I have wentnr'd to give wy Opinion on this 

object againſt the Authority of two great men, but 1 

[cope without efjence toeither of their Memories , for 

1 beth lot'd items livirg , ana racrence them now 

they are dead, But if afier what I] Lave urg'd, it le 

ought ty Letter Faces that the praiſe of a Tranſla- 

13571 conſijis inatding new Beauties lo the piece, there + 

{3 to ruoriperce the loſs which it ſuſtains by change of 

Farenage, I fhall be willi;e to be taught better, and to 

recart. TIntlemcan time it fecms io me. that the true 

reaſon mhy we fave ſo few Verhons which are tolerable, 

7s wet from the to cloje purſting of ike Authors Sence 3 

Lut Lecanſe there are ſo few who Laws all the Talents 

" eThich 
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which are requiſtte for Tranſlation : and that there is 
ſo little Praiſe and ſo ſmall Encouragement for ſo 
conſiderable a part of Learning. | 

To apply in ſhort, what has been ſaid, to this preſent 
Work, the Reader will here find moſt of the Tranſla- 
tions, with ſome little Latitude or variation frons the 
Authors Sence : That of OEnone to Paris, is in 
Mr. Cowley's way of Imitation only. TI was deſir'd 
to ſay that the Author who is of the Fair Sex, under- 
ſtood not Latine. But if ſhe does not, I am afraid 
ſhe has given us occaſton to be aſham'd who do. 

For my own part I am ready to acknowledge that 1 
have tranſgreſsd the Rules which I have given; and 
taken more liberty than a juſt Tranſlation will allow. 
But ſo many Gentlemen whoſe Wit and Learning are 
well known, being joywd in it, I doubt not but that 
their Excellencies will make you ample Satisfadion 
for my Errours. 
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SAPHO © PHAON: 


By the Honourable 
Sir CARR. SCROPE, 
BARONET. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Poetcſs Sapho, forſaken by her Lover Phaon 
C who was gore from Leibos to Sicily ) and re- 
ſolved, in Deſpair, to drown her ſelf, writes this 
Leiter to him before ſhe dies; TEES 


Hile Phaon to the flaming Etna flies, 
\ \ Conſum'd, with no leſs Fires, poor Sapho 
| d1cs. - 
I burn, I burn, like kindled Fields of Corn, 
When by the driving Winds the flames are born, 
My Vuſe and Lutecannow no longer pleaſe, 
They are th' Employments of a mind at eaſe. 
B Wandring 


331 
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Wandring from thought to thought I fit alone 


All day, and my once dear Companions ſhun. 


* In vain the Lesbian Maids claim each a part, 


Where thou alone haſt tan up all the heart. 
Ahlovely Youth! how can'ſt thou cruel prove, 
When blooming years and beauty bid thee love ? 
It none but equal Charms thy heart can bind, 
Fhen tothy ſelf alone thou muſt be kind. 

Yet worthleſs as I am; there was a time 

When Phaoz thought me worthy his eſteem. 

A thouſand tender things to mindI call, 

For they who truly love remember all. | 
Delighted with the Mufick of my Tongue, 
Upon my words with ſilent joy he hung, 

And ſnatching Kifles, ſtop'd me as I ſung. 

Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch, his Soul did move, 
The earneſt of the coming joys of Love. 

Then tender words,ſtort ſighs,and thouſand charms 
Of wanton Arts endeard me to his Arms 5 

Till 
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. © Till both expiring with tumultuous Joys, 
A gentle faintneſs did our Limbs ſurprize. 
Beware, Sicilian Ladies, Ah! beware 
How you receive my faithlels Wanderer. 
e, You too will be abusd, if you believe 
we> The flattering words that he fo well can FIVE; 
Looſe to the WindsT let my flowing Hair, 
No more with fragrant ſcents perfume the Air, : 
But all my Drefs diſcovers wild Deſpair. 
For whom alas ! ſhould now my Art be ſhown ? 
The only man[T car'd to pleaſe 1s gone. 
Oh let me once more ſee thoſe Eyes of thine, 
Thy LoveTask not, do but ſuffer mine. 
Thou might'(t at leaft have ta'n thy laſt farewel, 
And feign'd a ſorrow which thou didſt not feel; 
ove, No kind remembring Pledge was askt by thee, 
And nothing left but Injuries with me. 
arms Witneſs ye Gods, with what a Death-like cold 
My heart was fe1z'd, when firſt thy flight was told. 
Til B 2 Speech- 
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Speechleſs and ſtupid for a while I lay, 

And neither words, nor tears could find their way. 
But when my ſwelling Paſlion forc'd a vent, 
With Hair diſhevell'd, Clothes 1n piecesrent ; 
Like ſome ſad Mother through the Streets I run, 
Who to his Grave attends her only Son. 

Expos'd toall the World my felt I ſce, 

Forgeting Vertue ; Fame, and all but thee ; : 
So ill alas! do Love and Shame agree / 

>T is thou alone that art my conſtant care, | 
In pleaſing Dreams thou comfort'(t my deſpair 3 
And mak'tt the night, that does thy form convey, 
Welcome to me above the fairctt day. 

Then '(pight of abſence, I thy Love 1njoy 3 

In cloſe 1imbraces lock'd, methinks, we lie ; 

Thy tender words I hcar, thy Killes feel, 

With allthe Joys that ſhame forbids to tell. 

But whenT waking miſs thee from my bed, 


And all my plealing Images are fled 3 
The 


way. 
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The dear deluding Vifton to retain, 

L lay me down, and try to ſleep again. 

Soon as I riſe, F haunt the Caves and Groves, 

( Thoſe conſcious ſcenes of our once happy loves) 
There like ſome frantick Bacchanal T walk, 

And to my «lf with ſad diſtraction talc. 

Then big with griet I throw me on the ground, 


And view the melancholy Grotto round 3 


Whoſe hanging roof of Moſs and craggy Stone 


Delights my eyes above the brighteſt Throne. 
Put when I ſpy the bank, whoſe grafly bed 
Retains the print our weary bodies made 3 
On thy forſaken fide I lay me down, 
And with a ſhower of tears the place I drown. 
The Trees are wither'd all ſince thou art gone, 
As it for thee they put their Mourning on. 
No warbling Bird does now with Muſick fill 
The Woods, except the mournful Philome!, 
With hers my diſmal Notes all night agree, 
Of Terens ſhe complains, and I of thee. 

ks Un- 
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Ungentle Youth ! did'{t thou but ſee me mourn, 
Hard as thou art,thou would'(t,thou would(t return, 


My conſtant falling tears the Paper ſtain, 

And my weak hand can ſcarce dire& my Pen. 

Oh could thy eyes but reach my dreadful ſtate, 

As now I ſtand prepar'd for ſudden Fate, 

Thou could'{t not ſee this naked breaſt of mine 
Daſht againſt Rocks, rather than joyn'd to thine. 
Peace, Sapho, peace! thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs crys 
To one more hard than rocks, more deaf than ſeas. 


The flying Winds bear thy complaints away, 


But none will ever back his Sails convey. 
No longer then thy hopeleſs Love attend, 
But let thy Life here with thy Lettcrend. 


CANACE 
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oun, CANACE to MACAREUS: 


Mr. DATDE N. 


———— 


: The ARGUMENT. 

Macareus and Canace Sor and Daughter to X0- 
__ lus, God of the Winds, lov'd each other In- 
hine. ceſtuonſly : Canace was delivered of a Son, and 
. commitied him to her Nurſe, to be ſecretly con- 
SCTYS vey'd away. The Infant crying out, by that means 


\ſens was diſcovered to Kolus, who inragd at the 
£: wickedneſs of his Children, commanded the Babe 
to be expoſed to Wild Beaſts on the Mountains : 
And, wsthal, ſent a Sword to Canace, with this 
Meſſage, That her Crimes would inſiru@ her how to 
uſe it, With this Sword ſhe flew her ſelf: But be- - 
fore ſhe died, ſhe writ the following Letter tg 
her Brother Macareus, who had taken Sanduary 
in the Temple of Apollo. 


F ſtreaming blood my fatal Letter ſtain, 
I Imagine, e're you read, the Writer lain : 
_ One hand the Sword, and one the Pen imploys, 
-t Andin my lap the ready Paper lies. 
| | F EE Think 
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Think 1n this poſture thou bchold'ſt me write : 

In this my cruel Father wou'd delight. 

were he preſent, that his eyes and hands 

\incitfecand urge the death' which he command, 

# i110 all the raging Winds more dreadful, he 

Unmov'd, without a tear, my wounds wou'd ſcc, 

Joe juſtly plac'd him on a ſtormy Throne, 

His Peoples temper: 1s fo like his own. 

The North and Sexth, andeach contending blaſt 

Areunderneath his wide Dominion caſt - 

Thoſe he can rule ; but his tempeſtuous mind 

| Is, like his airy Kingdom, uncontin'd. 

Ah! what avail my kindred Gods above, 

Fhat in their number I can reckon Jove / 

What help will all my heav*nly friends afford, 

When to my breaſt I lift the pointed Sword © 

That hour which joyn'd us came before 1ts time, 

In death we had been one without a crime: 

Why did thy flames beyond a Brother's move? 

Why lov'd I thee with more than Siſters love ? 
For 
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| For Llovd too ;- and knowing not my wound, 
A ſecret pleaſure in thy Kiſles found : 
My Cheeks no longer did their colour boaſt, 
ds, My Food grew loathiome, and my {rrength Loft : 
Still e're I ſpoke, a ſigh wou'd {top my tongue 3 
.c Short were my flumbers, and my nights were long. 
I knew not from my love theſe gricts did grow, 
Yet was, alas, the thing I did not know. 
My wily Nurſe by long experience found, 
And firſt diſcover'd to my Soul its wound. 
'Tis Love, faid ſhe 3 and then my down-calt eyes, 
And guilty dumbneſs, witneſs'd my ſurprize. 
Forcd at the laſt, my ſhameful pain Itcll - 
And, oh, what followed ! we both know too well! 
* When halt denying, more than halt content, 
 *Embraces warm'd me to a full conſent - 
* Then with tumultuous Joys my Heart did beat, 
* And guilt that made them anxious made them 


great, 
But 
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But now my ſwelling womb heav'd up my breaſt, | 
And rifing weight my ſinking Limbs oppreſt. 
What Herbs, what Plants, did not my Nurſe 


produce 
To make Abhortion by their powerful Juice ? 
What Medicines try'd we not, to thee unknown? 
Our firſt crime common 3 this was mine alone, 
But the ſtrong Child, ſecure 1n his dark Cell, 
With Natures vigour, did our Arts repel. 
And now the pale fac'd Empreſs of the Night, 
Nine times had fill'd her Orb with borrow'd light: 
Not knowing 'twas my Labour, I complain 
Of ſudden ſhootings, and of grinding pain : 
My throes came thicker, and my crys mcreaſt, 
Which with her hand the conſcious Nurſe ſup- 
preſt: | 
To that unhappy fortune was I come, 
Pain urg'd my clamours; but fear kept me dumb 
With inward ſtruglingT reſtrai'd my cries. 
And drunk the tears that trickled from my eyes. - 
Death 
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| Death was fight, Lacina gave no aid 5 
 Ardev'n my dying had my guilt betray'd, 


Thou cam'ſt; and in thy Count'nance fate De- 
ſpair - 

Rent were thy Garments all, and torn thy Hair - 
Yet, feigning comfort which thou cou'dlt not give, 
(Preſt in thy Arms, and whiſp'ring me tolive: ) 
For both our ſakes, (ſaid'{t thou ) preſerve thy lite; 
Live, my dearSiſter, and my dearer Wife. 

Rais'd by that name, with my laſt pangs, I ſtrove: 
Such pow*'r have words, when ſpoke by thoſe we 


love. 
The Babe, as if he heard what thou hadſt ſworn, 


_ With haſty joy ſprung forward to be born. 


What helps it to have weather'd out one Storm? 

Fear of our Father does another form. 

High in his Hall, rock'd ina Chair of State, 

The King with his tempeſtuous Council ſate- 

Through this large Room our only paſlage lay, 

By which we cou'd the new-born Babe convey. 
Swath'd, 
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Swath'd in her lap, the bold Nurſe bore him out ; 
With Olive branches cover'd round about : 
And, mutt'ring Pray'rs, as holy Rites ſhe meant, 
Through the divided Crowd, unqueſtion'd went. 
Juſt at the door th'unhappy Infant cry'd : 

The Grandlire heard him, and the theft he ſpy'd, 
Swift as a Whir!-wind to the Nurſe he flics ; 

And deafs his ſtormy Subjects with his crics. 
With one fierce puff, heblows the leaves away : 
Expos'd, the ſelf-diſcover'd Infant lay. 

The noiſe reach'd me, and my preſaging mind 
Too ſoon its own approaching woes divin'd. 

Not Ships at Sea with winds are ſhaken more, 
Nor Seas themſelves, when angry Tempeſts roar, 
Than I, whenmy loud Father's voice I hear : 

The Bed beneath me trembled with my fear. 

He ruſh'd upon me, and divulg'd my ſtain ; 
Scarce from my Murther cou'd his handsrefrain. 

I only an{wer'd him with ſilent tears; 


They flow'd ; my tongue was frozen up with fears. 
His 
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His little Grand-child he commands away, 
' To Mountain Wolves, and every Bird of prey, 


The Babe cry'd out, as if he underſtood, 

And begg'd his pardon with what voice he cou'd. 

By what expreſſions can my grief be ſhown ? 

( Yet you may guefs my anguiſh by your own ) 

To ſee my bowels, and what yet was worle, 

Your bowels too, condemn'd to ſuch a Curſe / 

Out went the King ; my voice its freedom found, 

My Breaſts I beat, my blubber'd ChecksI wound, 

And now appear'd the Meſſenger of death, 

Sad were his Looks, and ſcarce he drew his 
Breath, 

To ſay, Your Father ſends you --- (with that word 

His trembling bands preſented me a Sword - ) 

Jour Father ſends you this; and lets you know, 

That your own Crimes the uſe of it will ſhow. 

Too well I know theſenſc thoſe words impart - 


His Preſent ſhall be treaſur'd in my heart. 


Are 
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Are theſe the Nuptial Gifts a Bride receives? | 
And this the fatal Dow's a Father gives ? 
Thou God of Marriage ſhun thy own diſgrace ; 
And take thy Torch from this deteſted place - 
Inſtead of that, let Furies light their brands ; 
And fire my pile with their infernal hands. 
With happier fortune may my Siſters wed ; 
Warr'd by the dire Example of the dead. 
For thee, poor Babe, what Crime cou'd they pre- 
tend ? 

How cou'd thy Inlant innocence offend ? 
A guilt there was 3 but Oh that gwlt was mine ! 
Thou ſuffer'ſt fora ftn that wasnot thine. 
Thy Mothers grict and crime / but juſt enjoy'd, 
Shewn to my fight, and born to be deſtroy d ! 
Unhappy Off-ſpring of my teeming Womb ! 
Drag'd head-long from thy Cradle to thy Tomb: 
Thy un-offending life I could not fave, 
Nor weeping cou'd I follow to thy Grave! 

No! 
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Nor on thy Tomb could offer my ſhorn Hair 3 

Nor ſhew the grief which tender Mothers bear. 

Yetlong thou ſhalt not from my Arms be loſt, 

For ſoon I will o'retake thy Infant Ghoſt, 

But thou, my Love, and now ' my Lov's De- 
ſpair, 

Perform his Funerals with paternal care. 

His ſcatter'd Limbs with my dead body burn 

And once more joyn us in the pious Urn. 

IF on my wounded breaſt thou drop'ſt a tear, 

Think for whoſe ſake my breaſt that wound did 
bear ; 

And faithfully my laſt deſires fulfil, 

AsT perform my cruel Fathers will. 


PHILLIS 


(16) 


B Y 
Mr, ED. POLEY. 


The ARGUMENT. 
Demophoon, who was Son to Theſeus and Phadra, 


Tre "returning from the Trojan War into bis own 
Conntry, was by & Tempeſt driven upon the Coaſts 


Thrace, ' entertained him, and Married him. 
When he had ſtayed with her foute time, be heard 
that Meneſtheus was dead ( who afier he had con- 
grered Theſeus, had uſurped the Government of 


Aﬀairs, he went to Athens, and promiſed ihe 
Heer, that be would come back again in a Month. 
When he had been gone four Months, and that. (he 
had heard no news of him, ſhe writes him this 
Letter. 


Ou've gone beyond yourtime, and ought 
| togive | : 


So kind a Wife as Phillis leave to grieve. 


You promis'd me you would noJonger ſtay, 


PHILLIS to DEMOPHOON. 


of Thrace; where Phillis, who was then Queen of 


Athens ) and under pretence of ſetling his own 


Thenrll the firſt falt Moon ſhould light your way. | 
Thrice | 


Po P: 

"us 
7 
#: 
v* 


* 
* 


? PHILLIS 7 DEMOPHOON. 17 


— h— A. 


T Thrice did it ſince its bortow'd light renew, 
S# © 


And thrice has chang d; but not ſo much as you. 

Did youtheDays, and RBours; and Minutes tell, 

As Ptillis docs, and they that loves fo well, 

You'd ſay 'twere time to weep; your ſorrows to 

Would juſtthe thoſe tears ſhe ſheds for you. 

1, Still did I hope, and thought you'd ſtill be here: 

fis We hardly can bclieve thoſe things we fear ; 

' Now 'tistoo plain, and ſpight of Love and you, 

ird T muſt both fear it, and believe it too; 

of How oft did I decetve my ſelf, and ſwore, 

i , T (aw your Ship juſt making to the Shore? 

+4; Then curs'd thoſe Friends I thought had caus'd 

he your ftay, 

Would you were half fo innocent as they. 

Sometimes I tear'd, by foaming Billows toſ\t, 

You might be Shipwrack'd whilſt you ſanght thz 
Coalt : . | 

And griev'd thave injur'd whom I thoughto true, 

x beg d that pardon I'd retus'd to you. 


ay. OR pen 
| 'Þ Then 
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Then, cruel Man! did I the Gods implore 
To let you live, thoughT ne're ſaw you more. 
When I a favourable Gale efpy'd, 


He comes, if he's alive, he comes, I cry'd. 


And thus my love ſtill ſought ſome new pretence, 
And I grew eloquent in your defence. 
Yet thou avoid'{t me ſtill, nor do I ſce 
Thoſe promiſes thou mad'(t to Heaven and me. 
* But thy falſe Vows, alas ! were all but wind, 
© Thy vows and wiſhes made the Gale more kind : 
They 61Fd your Sails, and you were forc'd away, 
©By the ſame wiſhes, which you made to ſtay. 
What have I done, but lov*d to an exceſs ? 
You'd not been guilty had I lov'd you leſs. 
My only Crime is, loving you too well z 
But ſure ſome merit in that Crime does dwell. 
Where's now your Faith 2 And wherc's the Love 
you bore? 

Whereare the Gods by whom you fallly ſwore ? 

| Where's 


ay, 
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Where's Hymer too, who joyn'd our tender years? 
He bid me love, and baniſh'd all my fears. 

You ſwore by th' ſwelling Billows of the Main, 
Which oft you'd try*d, and would yet truſt again, 
Rather than ſtay with me, though mnch more kind, 
And conſtant too. than are the Seas or Wind. 
You ſwore by th' Mighty Ruler of the Flood, 
The heav'nly Author of your Royal Blood ; 

(It ere a God had any thing to do 

In one fo falſe and ſo unkind as you. ) 

You ſwore by Venus, and the fatal Steel 

Of thoſe proud Darts, which too too much Iteel; 
And by great Juno, who's reſiſtleſs Art 

Gave thee my Hand, whenT had giv'n my Heart. 
Thou ſwor'ſt ſo much, that if each God ſhould be 
Juſt to revenge his injured ſelf and me 

Such numerous miſcheiis on thy head would fall, 
Thou'dft not have room enough to bear them all, 
Diſtracted I, as it 1 'ad fear'd your ſtay, 

R.epair'd your Ships to hurry you away. 
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What haſte you wanted, my curs'd care ſupply'd, 
Oars to your Sails, and Current to your Tide. . 
Thus was I falſly by my ſclt betray'd, 

And periſh by the wounds my hands have made. 

I fooliſhly believ'd all th' Oaths you ſwore, 
The Race you boaſted, and the Gods you bore. - 
Who cou!d have thought ſuch gentle words e're 
Upon a treacherous, deluding Tongue ? (hung 
I ſaw your tears, and I -believ'd them all, 
Can they lie too, and are they taught to fall £ 
What needed all that numerous Perjury ? 
One was enough to her that lov'd like me. 
I'menot aſham'd I did your Ships receive, 
And your own wants did carefully relicve ; 
Thoſe DebtsI ought you on a nobler ſcore, 
But then, 'tis true, I ſhould have doneno more. 
AIIT repent, 1s thatT baſcly ſtrove 

T' increate your welcome by a Nuptial Love. 
FT hat night that uſher'd in th' unhappy day, 


Which did me to your guilty love betray 3 


Ore. 


PHILLIS z# DEMOPHOON. 21 


w—_ 


[ wiſh that fatal Night had been my laſt 3 
Then I had died, but then I had been Chafſt, 
L hop'd you were, "cauſe I deſcrv'd you, Lrze, 
Is it a Crime to wiſh what 1s our due ? 


'Tis ſure no mighty Glory to deceive 


' A tender Maid, ſo willing to believe. 


My weakneſs does but heighten your offcnce, 


You kindly ſhould have ſpar'd my innocer ce. 


Yowve gain'd a Maid that lov'd you, and may't be 
Your greateſt-Priſe, and only Vidory. 

May your proud Statue, rat'd by this ſucces, 
Shame your great Father,cauſc his Crimes were leſs. 
And when late Story ſhall of Tzrazts tell, 

And who by $yzroz, and Procruſtes fel] ; 

The Centanrs flight, the Ttebans over-thiow , 
Who'twas durſt force the diſmal ſhades belouy ; 
Then for your Honor ſhail at laſt be ſaid, 
Here's He, who by a wretched wile betray d 


FOOL 


A Loving, Innocent, Believing Maid. 
G43 Of 
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Of all thoſe As, we in your Father knew, 

His Treachery alone remains 1n you. 

What only can excuſe the 1/ls you do, 

| You both Inherit and Admire it too. = 

He Ariadne did betray, but ſhe 

Enjoys a Hu5vand mightier far than He. 

But the ſcorn'd Thracians my Imbraces ſhun, 

*Caulc I from them into thy Arms did run. 

Let her, they cry, to learned Greece be gone, 

Wcll tind a Monarch to ſupply the Throne. 

Thus all we do depends on an ill Fate, 

Which does for ever on th*unhappy wait 3 

But may that Fate all his beſt thoughts attend, 

Who judges others Aions by the end. 

For ſhould'(t thou ever bleſs theſe Seas again, (plain 

They'd praiſe that love of which they now com- 

Then would they ſay, What conld ſhe better do 

Both for her ſelf, and for her Kingdom too? 

But I have err'd, and thow'rt for ever fied, 

Forget it my Empire, and forget'ſt my Bed. 
Mcthinks 
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Methinks, I ſee thee ſtill, Dexophoor, 
Thy Sails all hoiſted, ready to be gone. 
When boldly thou didſtmy oft Limbs imbrace, 
And with long Kifles dweltft upon my Faces 
Drown'd in my Tears, and in your own you Jay, 
And cursd the Winds, that haſtn'd you away. 
Then parting cry'd ( methinksI hear thee ſtill ) 
Phillis P'/ come, you may be ſure I will. 
Can I expect that thou'lt cre ſeethis Shore, 
Who left'(t it that thou ne're might'lt ſee me more ? 
And yet I beg you'd come too, that you may 
Be only guilty 1n too long a ſtay. 
What dolI ask ? thou, by new Charms polled, 
Forget'it my kindzeſs on another Breaſt 3 
* And better to compleat the Treachery, ; 
( to me, 

* Swcar'(t all thoſe Oaths, which thou haſt broke 
And haſt (falſe Man) perhaps forgot my name, 
And ask'ſt too, who I am, and whence came £ 
But that thou better may'ſt remember me, 
Know, thou ungratcful man, that I am ſh, 

Ca. _ Who 
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Who, when thon'dſt wandred all the Occan o're, 
Harbour'd thy Ships, and welconrd thee to Shore. 
Thy Coffers ſtill repleni{h'd frommy own, 
And to that height a Prodigal was grown, 
I gave thee all thou ask'dit, and gave fo faſt, 
I gave my ſelf into thy power at laſt ; 
I gave my Scepter and my Crows to { hee, 
A weight to heavy to be born by me. 
Where Heams does his ſhady head diſplay, 
And gentle Heber cuts his Sacred way, 
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So great's the Empire, and ſo wide the Laxd, 

Scarce to be govern'd by a Womars hand, 

She whom Fate wauld not ſuffer to be chaſt, 
Whoſe Nuptials with a Fun'ral pomp were grac'd 3 
Shrill cries diſturb'd us midſt our {witteſt joys, 
And our drawn Curtains trembled wich the noiſe, 
Then cloſe to thee I clung, all drown'd in tears, 
And fought my ſhelter, where I'd found my fears. 
And now while others drown their care in ſleep, 

I run to tit baren Spore, and Rocks to weep. 


And VIeW with longing Czes the [pactouus LICEP, Al 
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7 All day and Night I the winds courſe ſurvey, 


Impaticnt till I find it blows this way, 
And when a far, a coming Sail I view, 
I thank my Stars, and Iconclude *tis you, 
Then with ſtrange haſte I ran my Love to meet, 
Nor can the flowing Waters ſtop my feet. 
When near, I grow more fearful than before, 
A ſudden trembling ſcizes me all o're : 
And leavesmy Body breathleſs on the Shore. 
Hard by, where two huge Mountains guard the 
way, 

There lies a fearful, ſolitary Bay. 
Oft Pve refolv'd, while on this place Pve ſtood, 
To throw my ſelf into the raging Flood, 
Wild with Deſpair, and I will do it till, 
Since you continue thus to uſe me ill. 
And when the kinder Waves ſhall waft me o're, 
May'*(t thou behold my body on the Shore 
Unburied lie; and though thy Cruelty 
Harder than Stone, or than thy {elf ſhould be, 

Yet 
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Yet thaltthou cry, aſtoniſl'd with the ſhow, 

Phillis, 1 was not 1o be follow'd jo. 

Raging with Poiſons would I oft expire, 

Anu quench my own by a much happier Fire. 

Then to revenge the loſs of all my Reſt, 

Would ſtab thy Image in my tortur'd Breaſt. 

Or by a Knot (more welcome far to me then? 

Than that falſe Man, which T have ticd with 

Strangle that neck, where thoſefalle Arms of thin 

With treach'rous kindneſs us'd fo oft to twine ; 

And as becomes a poor unhappy Wite, 

Repair my ruin'd Honour with my Life. 

When we can once with our hard Fate comply, 

Tis cafic then to chuſe the way to die. 

Then on my Tomb ſhall the proud Carje be read 

And thy fad Crime (till live, when I am dead, 

Pror Phillis dy'd, by kim ſhe lov'd oppreſsd, 

1te trueſt Miſireſs, by the falſeſt Gueſt. 

[He was the cruel canſe of all her woe, 

But ker own hand perfornd the fatal Blow. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Danaus , King of Argos , had by ſeveral Wives 
Fifty Daughters, his Brother FEgyptus as many 
Sons. Danaus, refuſirg to Marry his Daughters 
to his Brothers Sons, was at laſi compelled by an 
Army. In Retenge, he Commands his Danghters 
each to Murther her Husband on the Wedding 
Night : All obey d but Hypermneſtra, who aſ- 
ſifted her Husband J.inus to eſcape, for which be- - 
ing afterwards impriſoned and put in Irons, ſhe 
writes this Epiſtle, 


O that dear Brother, who alone ſurvives 
T5 Fifty, late, whoſe love betray'*d their lives, 
Writes ſhe that ſuffers m her Lords defence 3 
Unhappy Wife whoſe Crime's her Innocence ! 


For 
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For ſaying him I love, I'm guilty calfd : 
Had I been truly ſo, Id been extolt'd. 

Let me be guilty ſtill fince this they ſay 

Is guilt, I glory thusto dilobey. 

Tormcnts nor Death ſhall draw me to repent : 
Though againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument 
From which I fav'd a Husbands dearer life, 
And with one Sword kill Lizzs in his Wite ; 
Yet willI ne*rerepent for being true, 

Or bluſh Chave lov'd : That let my Siſters do : 
Such ſhame, and ſuch repentance is their due. 
I'm ſe1z'd with terrour, while I but relate, 
And ſhun remembrance of a Crime I hate ! 
The frightful memory of that dire night 
Encrvates ſo my hand I ſcarce can write. 
How cre Ill try. With Ceremony gay, 
About the ſet of Night, and riſe of Day, 
The wicked Siſters were in triumph led, 


And I among 'em, to the Nuptial Bed. 


The. 


Fe py 

© 2 
* 
9 
Sv 


T he 


HYPER MNESTRA to LINUS. 29 


The Marriage Lights, as Funeral Lamps appear, 

Ard threatning Omens meets us every where. 

Hymen they call : Hymen negleCts their Cryes: 

Nay Juno to0 from her own 4rgos flies, 

Now come the Bridegrooms,high withWine,to find 

comething with us more lov'd than Vine, behind. 

Full of impatient Love, carcleſs and brave, 

They ſize the Bed, not ſceing there a Grave. 

What follow'd, ſhame forbids me to expreſs 3 

But who ſo ignorant as not to guels? 

Now their tyr'd Senſes they to fleep commit, 

A {leep, as ſtill as Death ; ah, too like it ! : 
(died 

*T was then, methought, I heard their Groans thar 

Alas! *twas more than thought! I terrificd, 

I ay trembling, cold, and without power to move 

In that dear Bec, which you had mace me love. 

While you in the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay faſt, 

Charm'd with the joys of love, then newly paſt 

Fearing to Giſobey, I riſe at laſt. 


Witneſs, ſweet Heavene, how tender was the ſtrife 


Dewins th 10 namect Daughter and a Wife, 
| Thrice 
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Thrice o're your breaſt, which did ſo lately joyn f 
In ſuch an Ecſtaſie of love to mine, 

Irais'd the pointed Steel to pierce that part, 

But ah ! th* attempt ſtrook nearer my own heart. 
My Soul divided thus, theſe words, among 
Athouſand tfighs, fell ſoftly from my tongue. 

< Doſt thou not heed a Father's awful will 2 

© Doſt thou not fear his power 2 On then, and kill. # 
© How can 1 kill, when I conſider who ? 

* Can I think death ? againſt a Lover too. 

* What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do ? 

« Fye, thou art now by Love to ſhame betray'd: -# 
« Thy Siſter-Brides by this have all obey'd. 

© With ſhame their Courage and their Duty ſee - 
©If not a Daughter, yet a Siſter be. 

© No, I will never ſtrike : If one muſt die 

© Linus ſhall live, and my death his ſupply. 

* What has he done, or I, what greater ill? 


_— jm_— > Ps Yay * 


* For him to die, and T, much worſe, to kill ? 
| £ Were 


=Y 


Nl 


iN. - 


ere 


'? HYPERMNESTRA #0 LINUS. 3r 


<Were he as guilty as my Father wou'd 
«Preſent him, why muſt Tbe ſtaind with blood 2? 
<Poniards and Swords 111 with my Sex agree - 

« Soft Looks, and Sighs of Love, our weapons be. 
As I lamented thus, the tears apace 

Dropt from my pitying eyes, on thy loy'd face. 
While you, with kind and amorous Dreams policſt, 
Threw careleily your dear arm o're my breaſt, 
There thinking to repeat Joys lately known, 
Your hand upon my Sword was almoſt thrown. 
'Twas time to call, no longerl forbore, 

Dreading the Days approach, my Father's more. 
Wake £L;ms, wake, Icry'd 3 O quickly wake, 
Or ſleep for ever here; Th' alarmyou take, 

Start up: Ask twenty queſtions in one breath: 
To all I anſver thus — — Delay is death; 

Fly while *tis dark, and ſcape eternal night. 
While it was dark you made a happy flight : C 
F ftay'd to mcet the terrours of the light. 


With 
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With day my Father comes, the dead to veiw 3 

And finds the difinal Sum one fhort, by you. 

Enrag*d to fee his treachery betray'c, 

By his Command, Ia thus mn Fetters laid. 

Is this reward due to my Love from Fate ? 

Ah, wretched flame ! Paliion unfortunate / 
Since Io fuffercd under Juno's Rape, 

Nothing that Rival'd Goddeſs can aflwage. 

Th unhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Jove , 

Chang'd to a Cow, a form unapt for Love, 


Veiws in her Father's ſtreams her heads array. 


Secs her own horns, and frighted, ſtarts away. 
When ſhe'd complain, ſhe lows: andequal fears 
From her new (elf furpriſe her eyes and ears. 

In vain to Iofe the frightful ſhape ſhe tries, 

For I follows ſtill, where lo flics. 

In vain ſhe wanders over Lands and Seas 
Can ſhe find Cure whoſe (c]f is the Diſeaſe ? | 
Sadly ſevere the change in her appear'd, 

Whoſe Beauty Fove has lov'd, and Juno fear'd. 
Graf: 
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X Graſs and the Springs her food and drink ſupply I 
Her only Lodging's the unſheltring Sky! 
What need ] urge Antiquity ? my fate 
Is a fri inſtance of the Goddeſs hate. 
A double ſtock of Tears by me are ſpilt 
Both for my Brothers death, and Siſters guilt,' 
Yet, as if that were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 
*Canſe I, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive. 
zut, my dcar Lord, if any thought you have, 
; Orof the Love, or of thelife I gave : | 


Yd 


- If any memory with you does laſt, 


7 of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 
rs Now, Linus, now ſome help to her afford, 
Who wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord. 
If life forſake mee're IT you can ſee, 

And death, before my Linus, ſet me free, 
Yet my unhappy Earth from hence remove, 
And give thoſe Obſequies aredue to Love. 
When I'm inter'd I know ſome tears will fall : 
1 _ Thenletthis little Epiraph be all. 
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Here lies a Lowe compleat, tho hapleſs Wife, 

Who catct?d the Death aim'd at her Husbands life 
Here I muſt reſt my hand, tho* much remains, 
Tis quite diſabled with the weight of Chains. 
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The ARGUMENT, 

Minus, King of Crete, by a ſharp War, compelPd 
the Athenians, ( who had treacherouſfly ſlain bis 
Son Androgeos, ) to ſend yearly ſezen Young men, 
and as many Virgins to be devour d by the Mi- 
—_ notaurez a Monſter begotten by a Bull upon his 
Wife Paſiphae , while he was engaged in that 
War. The Chance at laſt fell upon Theſcus to. 
' be ſent among thoſe Youths, who, by the Inſtrutie 
ons of Ariadne , eſcaped ont of the Labyrinth, 
after he had kilPd the Minotaure, and, together 
 _ with her, fled tothe Iſle of Naxos. But , being 
$ : Commanded by Bacchus, he-forſook her, while ſhe 
Nept. When ſhe awaked and found her ſelf deler- 

ted, ſhe writes this Letter. | 


Wn | h (fend; 

$ hop ſavage BeaſtFgnore fierce, more to be 
 Expog'd by Thee, by FhemT yet am (| pard! 
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Theſe Lines from that unhappy Shore I write, 
Where you forſook mein your faithleſs flight , 
And the moſt tender Lover did betray, 
While lock'd in ſleep, and in your Arms ſhe lay 
When Morning dew on all the Fields did fall, 
And Birds with carly Songs for day did call; 
ThenT, half ſleeping, ſtretch'd me tow'rds your 
place, 
Andfought to prefs you with a new imbrace - 
Ofrt ſought to preſs you cloſe, but ſtill in-vain; 
My folding Arms came empty back again. 
Startled, I roſe, and found that you were gone? 
Then on my widow'd Bed fell raging down : 
Beat the fond Breaſt, where, ſpight of me , you 
dwell, | : 
And tore that hair, which you once lik'd ſo well. '_ 
By the Moons light T the wide Shore did view, | 
But all was Defart, and no fight of you. 
Fhen every way, with Loves mad haſte I fly, ( 
But 1}] my feet withmy deſires comply 3 
Weary - 
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; Weary they ſink in the deep yeilding Sands, 


Refuſing to obey ſach wild Commands. 

Toall the Shore of Theſers T complain, 

The Hills and Rocks ſend back that Name again : 
Oft they repeat aloud the mournful noiſe, 

And kindly aid a hoarſe and dying voice. 

Tho' faint, yet {till impatient, next I try 
Toclimba rough ſteep Mountain which was nigh- 
( My furious Love unuſual ſtrength ſupply*'d: ) 
From thence, caſting my eyes on every ſide, 

Far off the flying VeſlelI ctpy'd. 

In your {well'd Sails the wanton Winds did play, 
C They Court you fince they ſee you falſe as they. ) 
I ſaw, or fancy'd that I ſaw you there, 


And my chill Veins froze up with cold deſpair. 


' Thus did I languifh, till returning Rage 


In new extreams did my fir'd Soul ingage. 
Theſjens, Icry, perfidious Theſeus ſtay ! 

( But you are deaf, deaf asthe Winds, or Sea ! 
eX'1 Stay 
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Stay your falſe flight, and let your Veſlcl bear 
Hence the whole number which ſhe landed hear ! 
In loud and doleful {hricks Itell the reſt, 

And with freſh Fury wound my hated Breaſt. 

( Air 


And with ſtretch'd Arms wave them in open | 


Then all my ſhining Ornaments I tear, 


That you might ſce her whom you ccu'd not £ 

"  w £2 | e 
But when out of my fight the Veflcl flew, 

And the Horizen ſhut me from the view ; 

From my ſad eyes, what flouds of tears did fall ! 

( Fill then Rage would not let me weep at all. ) 

Scill let them weep, for loſing ſight of you, 

'Tis the whole buſineſs which they ought todo. 

Like Bacchus raving Prieſts ſometimes I go* 

With ſuch wild haſte, with hair diſhever'd (0, 

Then on ſome craggy Rock fit ſilent down, 

As cold, unmov*d, and ſenſleſs as the Stone, 


Fo Qur ance happy BedI often fly : 


( No more the place of mutual Love and Joy. | 
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See where my much lov'd Theſes once waslay 'd 

And kiſs the print which his dear Body made. 

Here we both lay, I cry, falſe Bed reſtore 

My Theſes, kind and faithful as before. 

I brought him here, here loſt him while {lept. 

How well, falfe Bed, you have my Lover kept! 
Alone and helpleſs in this Deſart place 

The ſteps of Man, or Beaſt I cannot trace, ' 

Onevery ſide the foaming Billows beat, 

But no kind Ship does offer a retreat. 

And ſhould the Gods fend me ſome lucky Sail, 

Calm Seas, good Pilots, and a proſperous Gale - 

Yet then my Native Soil I durſt not fee, 


But a ſad Exile muſt for ever be. 


From all Cretes hundred Cities I am curſt, 


From that fam'd Ifle were Infant Fove was nurſt. 


CreteI betray'd for you, and, what's more dear, 


| Betray'd my Father, who that Crown does wear, 


When to your hands the fatal Clew I gave, Gs, 


Which through the winding Lab'cinth led you 
D 4 Then 
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Then how you lov'd, how eagerly umbrac'd. 
How oft you ſwore, by all your dangers paſt, 
That with my life your love ſhould ever laſt ! 
Ah, perjur'd Tleſens, I thy love ſurvive, 

If one forſakenand expos'd does live. | 

Had you ſlain me, as you my Brother ſlew, 
You'd then abſolv'd your ſelf from ev'ry Vow, 
Now both my preſent Grief denics me Reſt, 
And all, thata wilde Fancy can ſuggelt G 
Of dreadful Ills to come, diſtrafts my Breaſt, £ 
Before my eyeSa thouſand deaths appear, 

I live, yet ſuffer all the deaths I fear, 

Sometimes I think thar Lions there do go, 

And ſcarce dare truſt my fi Ieht, that 'tis not ſo. 
Imagine that fierce Wolves are howling there, 
And at th? imagin'd Noiſe ſbrink up with fear. 
Then think what Monſters from the Sca may riſe, 
Or fancy bloody Swords before my eyes. 

But moſt I dread to be a Captive made, 

And ſee thels fervile works imploy 'd, 
Unworthy 
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: Unworthy my ExtraQtion from a Line 
On one ſide Royal, and on both Divine - 
3  And,( which my indignation, more would move, 
Unworthy her whom T Befes once did love. 
IF tow'rds the Seal look, or tow'rds the Land, 
' Obje&ts of horrour ſtill before me ſtand. 
Nor dare Ilook tow'rds Heaven, or hope to find 
Aid from thoſe Gods whochang'd myTheſeus's mind. 
IF Beaſts alone within this Ifland ſtay, 


Behold me left to them a helpleſs Prey ! 

"If mendw4dlhere they m:!t be Savage too, 
This Soyl, this Haven made gentle Theſcns fo, 
Would Athens never had my Brother {lain, 
Nor for his paid ſo many lives again. ( wound, 

Would thy ſtrong Arm had never given the 
Which ſtruck the doubtful Monſter tothe ground, 

'Y Nor I had given the guiding Thread to Thee, 

Which, to my own deſtruftion, ſet Thee free. yl | 
Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe, 

* It does not Ariadnes wonder raiſe « | 


SO 
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So hard a Heart, unarm'd, might ſafcly ſcorn 


The ſtrength and ſharpneſs of the Monſters horn, 
If Flint or Steel could be ſecure of wound, 

No room for fear could in that Breaſt be found. 
Curſ(t be the {leep which ſeal'd theſe eyes (o faſt ! 
Curſt, that begun, 1t did not ever laſt / 

For cver curſt bethat officious W 1nd, | 
Which 6IFd thy Sails,and 1n my ruin joynd / killed 
Curſt hand which me, and which my Brother 
( With what Misfortunes our ſad Houſe *t has Pd!) +: 
And curſt the Tongue, which, with ſoft words be- | 
And empty Vows, a poor beleiving Maid jay a, 
Sleep, and the Winds againſt me had combin'd 
In vain, if perjur'd Theſens had nor joyn'd, 
Poor Ariadne, thou mult periſh here, 


. Breath out thy Soul in ſtrange and hated Air, 
2 


Nor ſce thy pitying Mother ſhed one Tear : 
Want a kind hand which thy fix'd eyes may cloſe, 
_ And thy ſtiff Limbs may decently compole. 


 —_ a LOS Rang 2. 


Thy 
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| Thy Carcab to »ihe Birds mult be a Pra 
"10, Thus Theſens all thy Kindnets docs repay ! 


Mean while to Athens YOUr [witt Ship does run; FT 
, There tell the wondring Crow'd what you have 
ſt! How the mix'd Prodigy you did lubdue. 
The Beaſt and Man,how with one ſtroke you flew 
| Deſcribethe Lab'rinth, and how taught by me, 
1g; You ſcap'd from all thoſe perplex'd Mazes tree. 
her Tell, in return, what generous things you've done: 
'd!) Such Gratitude will all your Triumphs Crown / 
be- $ prung ſure from Rocks, and not of humane Race ! 
Thy Cruelty does thy great Line diſgrace. LL. 
| Yet could'ſt thou ſee, as barbarous as thou art, 
- Theſe diſanl Jooks, fure they would touch thy | 
heart. 
: You cannot ſce, yet think you faw me now | 
* Fix'dto ſome Rock, as if I there did grow, 4 
ole, And trembling at the Waves which roul below. 
*( tears. 
[hy | Look on my Robe wet through with ſhow'rs of 
; With 


Look. on my torn, and my diforder'd hairs 
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With the cold blaſts ſee my whole body ſhakes, 
And my numm'd hand unequal Letters makes. 

I do not urge my hated Merit now, 

But yield, this Once, that you do nothing ow. 

I neither ſav'd your Life, nor ſet you free - 

Yet therefore muſt you force this death on Me # 
Ah ! ſee this wouuded Breaſt worn out with ſighs, 
And theſe faint Arms {tretch'd tothe Seas and Skies 
See theſe few hairs yet ſpair'd by grief and rage, 
Some pity let theſe flowing Tears engage. 
Turn back, and, if Pm dead when you return, 


Yet lay my Aſhes in their peaceful Urn. 


ESE oy 
' HERMIONE 
 ORESTES 
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= M PULTENET. 
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KS - The ARGUMVENT. 


Hermione, the Danghter of Menclaus ard Helena, 
was by Tyndarus her Grandfather ( to whone 
Menelaus had committed the Government of his 
Houſe when he went to Troy) contraded to 
Oreſtes, Her Father Menelaus, wot knowing 
thercef,, had betroh'd her to Pyrrhus , 1he Sor 
of Achilles, who returning fron the Trojan Wars, 
ſtole her away. Wherenpon ſhe writes to Orcſtes 
as follows, 


© Þ His, dear Oreſtes, this with health to you, 


From her that was your Wife and Coſfin too ;; 
Your Cofin {tz}, but oh! that dearer Name 


Of Wife, another now docs fallly claim. 


VW hat 
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What Woman can, f have atreadyelone, 

Yet Pm confin'd by rough Achilles Son, 
With much of Pain, and all the Art I knew. 

I ſtroveto ſhun him, yet all wou'd not do. 
Stand off, ſaid I, foul Raviſher, take heed, 
My injur'd Husband will revenge this deed ; 
Yet he more deaf than angry Tempelts are, 
To his loath'd Chamber drag'd meby the hair. 
Had Troy ſtill ſtood, had every Grecian Dame 
Becomea Prey to th' haughry Vidtors flame, 
What cou'd I more have ſuffer'd than I do 2 


Far more than poor Andromache ere knew. 


--—_ 


But oh my Dear ! if, as Thave for thee, 


Thou haſt a tender care, or thought for me, M 


Co 
_ 


Come bravely on, and as robb'd Tygers bold, 
Snatch me half Murther'd from the Monſters hotd.” Bi 
Can you purſue each petty Robber's life, 
And yet thus tamely loſe a Raviſh'd Wife ? 
Think how my Father Merclavs rag'd 

A 


YO! ML fy 


For his loſt Queen, think what a Warhe wag'd, 


When pow'rtul Greece was ft his Cauſe ingag'd. - | 
Had 
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: Had he fat quietly, and nothing try'd, 
As once ſhe was, ſhe'd ſtill been Paris Bride. 
Prepare no Fleet, you willno forces need, 
By you, and only you, I wou'd be freed. 
Not but wrong'd Marriage is a Cauſe alone 
Sufficient for th' ingaging World to own: 
Sprung fromthe Royal Pelopear Line, 
You are no leſs by Blood than Marriage mine. 
Theſe double Ties a double Love perſwade, 
And each ſufficient todeſerve your Aid, 
I to your Arms was by my Guardian given, 
The only Bliſs I wou'd have beg'd from Heaven. 
But that unknown (O my unhappy Fate! ) 
My Father gave me to the Man I hate. 
Juſt were thoſe Tnfant Vows to you I made, 
1. Bit this laſt A& had all thoſe Vows betray'd. 
Too well he knows what *tis to be in Love, 
'How can hethen my Paſſion diſapprove ? 
Since Love hirfclf has felt, he will, nay muſt 
; Allow this Paſhon in his Daughter juſt. 


My 
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My Fate reſembles my wrong'd Father's Caſc, 
And Pyrrbns is that Theif that Paris was. 

Let my proud Gaoler the brave decds run o're, 
Count all the Laurelshis great Parents wore, 
What e're his cou'd, yours greater did, and more. 
Let him Claim Kindred with ſome God above, 
You are deſcended from the mighty Joze. 

Brave as you are, I wiſh*twereunderſtood 

By ſomethingelſe, than by /Xgiſthxs blood; 

Yet you are innocent, Fatedrew the Sword, 
And a religious Duty gave the word. 

With this the Tyrant does my Lord diſgrace, 
And what's {till work, dares do it to my Face - 
Whilſt burſt with Envy, I am forc'd to be | 
Rack't, and tormented with his Blaſphemy.” I 
Shall my Oreſtes be abus'd, and I 


# 


As one that's unconcerr'd lit careleſs by ? ] 
No, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, "= 
Yetas a Woman, Thave one way left, 


Tear, |} 


<L 
Us 

M0 
* 
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Tears I can ſhed, ſuch as will yield relief 

To my ſick Mind, choak'd with exceſs of gricf) 

For when the bis cha rd Storm hath loſt its power, 

It fghs it (IF into a (lent ſhowr. 

This I can do, whiilt by each other preſt, | 

The dewv Pearls run trickling o'remy breaſt, 

But how ſhou'd I this fatal woeeſcape 2? 

All our whole Rac; was ſubje&t to a Rap2- 

Inecd not tell, how 1n ſoit Feathers dreſt; 

Ti wanton God his ſofte* Nymph poſleſt 5 | 

How through the deep in unknown ſhips convey*d 

Elippodaze was from her Friends betray'd 5 

Bow the fair T,odatis by force detain'd , 

By th' Amyclem brethren was regain d. 

How afterwards by all the Grecian Power 

She was brought back from the dew ſhore, 

I ſearce remember that ſad day, and yet, 

Young as I was, Ido remember it. 

Her Brothers wept, her Siſter to remove 

Her Fears, call'd 0a the Gods, and her ovih Jove, 
E Mcther, 
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Mother, faid I, in a weak mournful Tone, 

will you be gone, and leave me here alone ? 

When you are gone why ſhou'd I ſtay behind ? 

All *this I ſpoke, but ſpoke it to the Wind. 
Now like the reſt of my curſt Pedigree, 

By this loath'd Wretch Iam detain'd from Thee. 
The brave Achilles wou'd have bland his Son, 
Nor had he liv'd, wou'd this have e're be done. 

He ne're had thought it lawful to divide 

Thoſe two, whom Marriage had fo firmly tyd. 
What is't, ye Gods, that thus provokes your hatcs 
Or what curs'd Star rules my unhappy Fate ? 
Why am I plagu'd by your injurious power, 
Robb'd of my Parents in a tender hour ? 
He to the War, ſhe with her Lover fled, 
Though living both, yet both to me were dead, 
No babling words half ffam'd upon thy tongue 
Lull'd me to ſoft repoſe when I- was young. 


Your tender neck wasne're imbrac'd by me, 


Nor fat Iever ſmiling on your knee, 


— —_— 
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” You never tended me, nor'wasI led 
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\ By thee ( dear Mother }) tomy Marriage-bed, 


At your return, Ifſaw, but knew you not, 
So fure my Mother's Face I had forgot, 
I gaz'd, and gaz'd, but knew no Feature there, 
Yet thought 'twas you, 'cauſe ſo Divinely fair. 
Sach was our ignorance, cven you, alas! c win 
Ask'd your own Daughter, where your daughter 
Thou, my Oreſtes, werr my ſole dclight, 
Yetthee too I mult loſe, unleſs you fight. 
Pzrrhas withholds me from thy Arms, that's all 
Hermione has gain'd by Thium's fall. 

Soon as the early Harbinger of day 
Gilds the glad Orb with his rcſplendentRay 3 


+ My GOricÞs made gentler by th' approaching light, 


ad. 


"01 | 


And ſome pain ſeems to vaniſh with the night 3 
But when a Darkneſs o're the Earth is ſpread, 
AndI return all penſive to my Bed, 


( tains flow, 
Tears from my eyes, as ſtreams from Foun- 


- I ſhunthis Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe, 


E 2 Ofc 
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Oft grown unmindful through diſtraCtive Cares, : 


Pve ſtretch d my Arms, and touch'd him una- | 
Wares 3 
Strait then I check the wandring Senſe, and fly 
To the Bed's utmoſt limits, yet I lie 
Reſtleſs ev*nthere, and think I'm (till too nigh. , 
Oft I for Pyrrbus have Oreſtes ſaid, 
But bleſt the Error which my Tongue had made, 
Now by that Royal God, whoſe frown can make 
The Vaſlal Globe of his Creation ſhake, 
Th' Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race, 
And by the Sacred Urn that does imbrace 
Thy Father's duſt, whoſe once loud bloud may boaſ! 
Thou 1n repoſe haſt laid his {leeping Ghoſt ; 
F'lleither live my dear Oreſtes's Wife, 
Or to untimely Fate reſtgn my Life. 


: Ca5J 


'LEANDER 
{ H F R O. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Leander accuſtomed rightly to frem over the Hel- 

al leſpont fo viſet Hero ( Prieſteſs of Venus Temple ) 

| being at laſt hinder'd by Storms from his wonted 
courſe, ſends her the following Epiſtle. | 


Eceive this Letter from Leander , fraught 
With Service, which he rather would have 
| brought, | C crown 
Read with a ſmile, — and yet, it thou would(t 


- My wiſer wiſhes, read them with a Fown. 
E 3 


That 


ene” "a 
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That Anger from thy k kindnefs will praceed, ! 
'Equle « of Leanger how canſt oily. reag. $ 
The Seas rage high, and ſcarce could we prevail 
With the moſt daring urine to ſail. 

Embagk' d at laſt, agd feulking i in the Hold, 

My ſtealth is to my jealous Parents told, 

As much too tim'rous they, as T too bold. 

I writ, ſince writing was my ſole relief, | 
And o're the dewy ſheets thus breath'd my oricf, þ 
Bleſt Letter, go, my tendereſt thoughts convey, 
Toher warm Lip thy Signets ſhe will lays 

And with a Kiſs diſſolve thy Seals away. ſ 
Sewn tedious nights guiltleſs of ſleep Fve ſtood, 
Sigh'd with the winds,and murmur'd with the flood; 
Then climbing th' utmoſt Clifts cr Coaſt to view, | 
My Tears, like Glaſles, ti" Obje& nearer drew - ; 
By th' zdverſ: winds and waves detain'd on ſhore» |. 
My thoughts run all our for:ner Pleaſures o're, 
And in foft Scenes of Fancy re-injoy 

The b liſs that did ;our Intant Loves imploy. _ 

Twas 
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F ,Twas night (a Curſe on the Impert'nent light | 

| That pry'd and marr'd the pleaſures of that night) 
ail . When firſt I (wam the Ford ; while Cy-thzas beams 
 Look'dpale, and trembled for me in the ſtreams 
My drooping Arms, in hopes they ſhall at length 
Imbrace thy neck, feel freſh ſupplies of ſtrength» 


LWNg 


The wondring Waves to their new Fury yield, 
Not Tritor's faſter plow the liquid Field, 

f '. Soonon the TemplesSpire your Torch ſpy'd, - 
Fixt like a Star my watery Courſe to guide 
Which Planet-like, ſhoots vigour through my 


veins ; 


The warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains 

|:  Inthe cold Flood, Lites periſhing remains. 

But now the gentleſt Starthat bleſt my way, 
Your brightſelf onthe Turret I ſurvey. 
5 : Then with redoubled ſtrokes the Waves divide, 
* And by my Hero am at laſt deſery'd : 
 Scarcecould yourcareful Confident reſtrain, 
| But you would plunge, and meet me in the Main. 
I | E 4 And 
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And made fo far your kind Endeavors good, 


ey : 
That Ankle deep on the Fords brink you ſtood ; 52 | 


And ſeem'd the new risn Vers of the Flood. Z 
Theſhore now gain'd,to your dear Arms I flew, 
All aropping}jas I was with briny Dew 3 
Nor prov, for that amore unwelcom Gueſt, 
Your-warm lip to my blaudleſi check You pre G 
Nor felt my Locks dittliing on your Breaſt, 4 
Your, haſty Robes are o're my {houlders thrown, 
Tor ſhroud my ſhivering Limbs, you ſtript your 
Forgetting how your too officious Care, Coon; L 
Leftthee( my tend'reſt part ) expos'd to Air, 
The night, and we are conticious to the reſt, 
Delights that ought not, cannot be expreſt. 
We knew ſhort ſpace was to our pleaturesfet, 


And cherefore lov'd not at the Common rate. 


' Bar 'th\ utmoſt Fury of your Flames imploy'd, 


The Minutes Hew leſs faſt rhan we myzoy 'd. "(w rought, 


With ſuch diſpatch that nights dear joys we 
Jo recollet would make an Age of thought. | 
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Atlength the ſickningStars began V expire, 
And I with themam {ummon'd to retire, 
Confugdly then we our Love task diſfatcht, 
Ten thouſand Kifles in a Minute ſuatcht, 

Your Woman chid that I ſo lerg cclay'd, 

You preſt me cloſe, then ask*d me why I fſtay*d: * 
Viy ſtay you Girft reprov'd, and then my hal:e, 
Nor cry'd Farcv ci; till yoa had claſp'd me falt.. 
Day brokc ere we our Am'rous ſtrife could end 5 


( ſteep, 


Traſt me, the Sea from your dear Coalts ſeems 


IThenGghmgl to the cold Peach defcend, 


And ail the way mcthir};s | clazbthe deep. 
But when reviliting your ahores, I ſcem 
Deſcending ſtill, and rather fall than ſwim- 
I loath my Native Soil, and only prize 
That Region where my Loves dear Treaſure lies. 
Why 1s not Sefros to Abydus jJoyn'd 2 
Since we united arc 1n heart and mind. 


The ſame our hopcs our fears, and our deſires, 


. Love is pur Life, and one Love both inſpires. 


L 


Bur 
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But ah! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, 


Whoſe Joyson humerous Seas and Winds depend? 


1 by their quarrel loſe, forc'd to delay 
My tender Viſit, till they end the Fray. 

When firſt I croſt the Gulph, the Dolphins mall 
The Sea Nymphs fled, the 1rztozs were amaz'd, 


Butnow no more 1 ſeem a Prodigy, 


But paſsfor an Inhabitant o'th' Sea. ; 


And ſince my paſſage is by Storms withſtood, 
I'm nightly miſtby th' Brothers of the Flood. 
Ofc have I curſtthe tedious way, but oh / 

I wiſh in vain that tedious paſſage now. 
Yicld me again, kind Floods, my tireſome way, 
'T was never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. 

Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Winter {lcep, 
And mr launch forth ito a troubled Deep ? 
Muſt I deſiſt my Homage to perform, 

And ſculk at home for ev'ry peeviſh Storm £ 
If thus the Summer Guſts detain my courſe, 


"If 
Tt 


-In 


How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force 2þ T% 


Abſence 


2 T allwage the ſtorm, and yield meto thy Arms. 
ce} 
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1 Abſence ev*n then I ſhall not long ſuſtain, 
If 


But boldly plunge into the raging Main, 


| Andif the ſwelling Floods not ſoon aſlwage, 


1'!l make my boaſting good, and dare their rage. 
My ventrous ſcape ſhall in your Arms bebleſt, 
Or if I'm loſt, my Anxious Love find reſt, 


. The Waves at leaſt will do my Corps the grace 


To watt it to my wonted landing place : 


Or of its own accord the Amorous Clay, 


' Will thither float, nor loſe ſo knowna way ! 
- I gueſs your Kindneſs will ev'inthen perform 


To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when 


Warm 3 


- Yourſelf diſmantling, you will ſhroud me ore, 
| And grieve to find your boſums warmth no nord 
7 Have power, my vital ſpirits to reſtore. 

" If this ſad Fancy diſcompoſe thy Breaſt, 

; Think *twas but Fancy, and reſume thy reſt. 


b - Invokethe Watry Pow'rs(thy Prayers are Charms) 


Duct 


fo OVIDs FPISTLES. 


But when to your dear Manſion I arrive, 

Looſe ev'ry Wind, and let the Tempeſt drive. : 
"Twill give my ſtay pretence, nor can you chide! 
Whilſt Thunder pleads ſoloudly on my ſide. 
'Till then permit this letter to ſupply 

The Author's place, and in thy Boſom lie. 
Lodeg'd in thy Breaſt, my Paſſion *twill impart, 
And whiſper its ſoft Meſlage to thy Heart, 


(46) 


| HEROs 
ANSWER 


LEANDER. 


BY 


The ſame Hand. 


"——_ 


| Ithſuch delight I read yaur Letter o're, 
Þ Your Preſence only could have grvn 


Y'S: me more. 


» Excuſe my Paſlionif it ſoar above 
- Your thought 3 no man can judge of Womans love. 
— :, With Bus'nefs you, or Pleaſures may ſuſtam 
| FhePangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 


The 
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The Hills, the Vales, the Woods, and Streams 
are {bord 
With Game, and Profit with Delight afford. 


Whilſt Gins for Beafts,and Snares for Fowl you ler, 
i 


You ſinile, and your own amorous Chains torget. | 
Ten thouſand helps befides afte& your Cure, 
Whilſt Womens ſole Relict 1s to endure. 

Or, with my Confident I hold diſcourſe, 


Debating what ſhould interrupt your Courſe : 


4 


Or viewing froma loft the troubled Tide, | 
Mix in the Fray, and with the Tempeſt chide. 
Or in the Storms leaſt Interval ſuſpe& = | 


Your ſtay, and almoſt charge you with negle&. 


I ſcek your footſteps on the Sands in vain, 

The Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main. 

I watch th' arriving Barks, and never fail 

T inquire of you, and write by every Sail. 
Still as the ſetting Sun reſtores the gat, 
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| I fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 
; | Nor ſhines there any frieadlier Star above. 
| Then with my Work or Book the time I cheat, 
:t, } And*midſtthe Task Leander's Name repeat. 
of : My wedded thoughts no other Theme purſue, 
i  Italk a hundred things 
; What think*ſt thou, Nurſe,does my Leander come? 


but all of you. 


| Or waits he till his Parents ſleep at home ? 

' For he 1s forc'd to ſtcal his Paſſage there, 

| | As nightly we by ſtealth admit him here. 

| 'Think'ſt Thou that now he ſtrips him 1n the Bay , 
| Or is already plung'd, andon bis way ? 

Whilſt ſhe poor Soul with tedious watching ſpent, 
; Makes half Replies, and Nodding gives Aſlcat. 
Yet cannot I the ſmalleſt pauſe allow, 


© But cry, he islaunch'd forth for certain now. 


; hen ev'ry Moment through the Window peep 3 
; ith greedy Eyes examin all the Deep 3 

t,) FAnd whiſper to the Floods a tender Prayer 

I n your behalf, as if I'*{py'd you there. 
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Or to begtile my Griets my Ear incline, | 
And take eich gentle Breezes Voice for Thine: 
At laſt, ſurpriz'd wich ſeep, in Dreams IT gain | 
That Bliſs, for which I wak'd fo long in vain. 
To ſhcou:! you then my ſhoulders I diveſt, 
And claſp you ſhivering tomy warmer Breaſt, 
A Lover necd not be infornyd the Reſt, 8 
( ploy , | 
Theft Plexlures oic my fNlumb'ring thoughts inf 
But ſtill th” are Dreams, and yickd no ſolid Joy 


Tho! ne're ſolively the fruntion be, | 
To fill my BlifsI mult have very Thee. : 
At preſcat, I conicls, the Seas are rough, 7 


But were lalt Night conposd, and cal-n enough 
: o- - 'E: 


] 
] 
4 
E 
f 
C 
Why did you then my longing hopes delay 2 | 'F 
Why Uiſaopoinut me with a total ſtay ? E T 
Is it your Fear that makes my wiſhes vain ? A 
When rougher, you have oft ingag'd the Main yy C 
If it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain, 
Nor vifit me till you ſccarely may 3 


Your danger would afilict me more than ſay. 
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Dread every Guſt that blows,, But oh ! my Mind 
Miſpives, leſt you prove various as that Wind. - 


| If &re you change, your Error ſecret keep, 

And in bleſt Ignorance permit me fleep. 

Not that I am inform'd y* are chang'd at all, 

But abſent Lovers fear what e're may fall. 
Detain'd by th Floods, yqur ſtay I will not blame 3 


| But lIcfs I dread the Floods than fome new Flame. 


| Be huſht ye Winds, ye raging. Billows ſleep, 

| | And yield my Love ſafe patlage through the deep; 
| Bleſt ſign, the Tiper ſparkles whil(t I pray, 
| A Gueſt 1'th' F lame ! Leander's on his way ! 

rh Our Houſhold Altar yields propitious ſigne, 

f From which my Nurſe your ſwift approach divines: 
The Crickets too of your arrwal warn, 

| | And fay our Number ſhall increaſe e're Morn. 


\ Comc, gentle Youth, and with thy preſence make 


The glad Conjecture true 3 the Day will break, 
» And marr our bhfs, prevent the haſtning Morn 
I To me and Eoves forſaken Joys return. 


rol F My 
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My bed without Thee will afford no Reſt, 
There is no Pillow like Leander's Breaſt. 

Doft thou ſuſpe& the time will be too ſhort ? | 
Or want'{t thou ſtrength th' adventure to ſupport ? f 


If this detain thee, Oh! nolonger ſtay, | 
111 plunge and meet Thee in the Flood half way, 
Thus in the verdant Waves our Flames ſhall meet, f 


And danger make the ſoft imbrace more ſweet. 


Our Love's our own, which yet we take by ſtealth, ; 
Like Midnight Miſers from their hidden Wealth. | 
*Twixt Decency and Love unhappy made, | 

Whilſt Fame forbids what our Defires perſwade. | 
How art thou nightly (natch'd from me away? | 
Todare the Floud when Sailers keep the Bay. | . 
Yet be advisd thou Conqueror of the Tide, | 
Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much confide. 
Think not thine Arms can morethan Oars prevail; | 
Nor dare to ſwim, when Pilots fear to Sail. 
With much regret I cautiouſly perſiade, 
And almoſt wiſh my Counſel diſobey:d. 


. IF 
5 a 
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—— 


— 


Yet when to the rough Main my EyesT turn, 
Methinics I ngper can eng % 09 9) 0 
Kidr does my tht Nights Vifibn Iofs Affighr, 

( Tho' expiated with many a Sacrcd Rite,) 
Al; porting Dolphin, whilſt the Floud xetir'd, | 
Lay hid th' Ooze, and on the Beach expird. | | 
What &r the Dream pottend, as yet reſide [| 
Inwhe ſafe Port, nor tmaſt.th' mconſtant Tide. 
The Storm (too fierce to Jaſt) will ſoon decay, 


Then with redoubled ſpeed redeem your ſtay. 
Till then theſe ſheets ſome pleaſure may impart, 
They bring what moſt yon prize, your Hero's heart. 


LAODAMIA 
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PROTESILAUS 
| 'B.Y | 
THO. FLATMAN, Ek 
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A 

F F 
Protefilae, ling Windbound at Aulis , in the Gre- | T 
cian Fhet , deſign'd for the Trojan War , bis\ 
_ rfe Laodamia ſends this following Epiſtle to! V 
Fy 


"Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may | 
| What Laodamria ſends, the Gods convey. 
The Wind that ſtill in Al;s holds my Dear, 


Why was it not fo croſs to keep him here? 


Let j 


ct | 
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Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, 

Were he but ſafe and warm aſhore with me. 

Ten thouſand kiſſes I had more to givehim, Chim p 
Ten thouſand cautions, and ſoft words to leave 
In haſt he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind, 
(The Wind to barbarous Mariners only kind.) . 


The Seaman's pleaſure, is the Lover's pain, 


* | (Proteſiaus is from my boſom ta'ne ! ) 


As from my faultering tongue half ſpeeches fell, 
(Scarce could I ſpeak that wounding word Farewel.) 
A merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) 

Fill'd every Sail with jay, my breaſt with wo, 


"| There went my dear Proteſilaus —— 

| VVhile I cauld ſee thee , full of cager pain, 

| My greedy eyes epicuriz'd on Thane, 

VVhen thee no more, but thy ſpread SailsI view, 
[ look'd, and look'd, tillI had loſtthem too; 

But when nor thee, nor them] could deſcry, 


And all was Sea that came within my eye, 


F 3 They 
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They fay (for I have quite forgot) they ſay 
I ſtrait grew pale, and fainted quite away 3 


Compaſſionate Tphiclas, and the good old Man, + 


My Mother too, to my afliſtance ran 3 

In haſt cold Water on my face they threw, 
And brought me to my ſelf with much ado, 
They meant it well, to me it ſeem'd not lo, 
Much kinder had they been to let me go : 
My anguith with my Soul together came, 


And in my heart burft out the former flame : 


Since which, my uncomb'd locks unheeded flow, 4 


Undrelit, forlorn, I care not how I go 3 
Inſpird with Wine, thus Bacchus frolick rout 
Stagger'd of old, and ſtraggled all abour. 

Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies fay, 

Thy Royal Robes fair Laodamiz. = 

Alas | betore Troy's Walls my Dear does lie, 
What pleaſure c:n I take in Thriarn dye ? 


Shall Curles adorn my head, an Helmet thine # 


I m bright Tiflues, thou in Armorir ſhine ? 


Rather | 


[3 
[ 


To YO 


Vt. 


cr | 
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Rather with ſtudied negligence Ill be 
As 1!l, if not diſguiſed worſe than Thee. 

O Paris! raisd by ruins ! may {t thou prove 
As fatal in thy War, as inthy Love / 
O that the Grecian Dame had been leſs fair, 
Or thou leſs lovely hadſt appear'd to Her ! 
O Menclays | timely ceaſeto ſtrive, 
With how much blood wilt thou thy loſs retrieve? 
From me, ye Gods, avert your heavy doom, 
And bring wy Dcar, laden with Laurels home. 
But my heart fails me, when I think of War, . 
The ſad reflection coſts me many a tear - 
I tremble when I hear the very name 
Of every place where thou ſhalt fight tor fame. 
Beſides th' adventurous Kaviſher well knew 
The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſue; 
In noble dreſs he did her heart ſurprize, 
With gold he dazled her unguarded Eyes, 
He back'd his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 
Thus ſtorm'd, thus took the beautcous Fortreſs n. 

F 4 Againſt 
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Againſt the power of Love and force of Arms | 

There's no ſecurity in the brighteſt Charms, 
HeFor fear, much do 1 He&or. fear, 

A Man' (they fay ) expericne'd in war. 

My Dear, if thou haſt any Love for me, 

Of that ſame He&or prithee mindful be, 

Fly him be ſure, and every other Foe, 

Leſt. each of them ſhould prove an He#or too. 

Remember, when for fight thou ſhalt prepare, 

Thy Laodamia charg'd thee, haveacare, 


For what wounds thou recciv'ft, are giv'nto her. I | 


; 
Fe 
4 


May not the ruin leave one ſcar on thee C 3 


If by thy valour [roy "muſt ruin'd be, 


Sharer in th' honour from the danger free / 


Let Menelans fight, and force his way 


Through the falſe Raviſher's Troops to his Helena, ; 


Great be his Victory, as his cauſe is good, 
May he ſwim to her in his Enemies blood, 
Thy Caſe is different. ---- may'f{t thou live to ſee 


{Deareſt ) no other Combatant but me ! 


"5 
Ts: 
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From his dear Breaſt, find out a nobler prey, 
Why ſhould you harmleſs Laodamis [lay ? 
My poor good natur'd Man did never know 


Ye generous Trojans, turn your'Swords me 


What *tis to fight, or how to face a Foe 3 

Yet in Love's fickd what wonderscan he do >  , 

Great is his Prowels and his Fortune too 3 : 

Let them go fight, who know not how to woe. 
Now I muſt own, I fear'd to let thee go, 

My trembling lips had almoſt told thee ſo. c fr 

When from thy Father's Houſe thou didſt with 

Thy fatal ſtumble at the door I aw, | 

Haw it, ſigh'd, and pray'd the ſign might be 

| Of thy return a happy Prophelſie ! 


| Be not too brave, --- Remember, Have a care, 


I cannot but acquaint thee with my fear, 


| And 4ll inv dreads will vaniſh into Air. 
Among the Crs fyme one muſt be found 


foot on Trojan ground 5 


a i 
l E 7 


{ That firſt wall fox tits 
Unhappy 
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anon: ſhe that ſhall his loſs bewail, 

Grant, O ye Gods, thy courage then may fail. 
-- Of all the Ships, be thine the very laſt, | 
Thou the laſt man that lands 3 there needs no haſt; | 
To meet a potent, and a treacherous toe ; 


Thouw'lt land I fear too ſoon, tho' ne're fo flow. 


At thy Return ply every Sail and Oar, 
And nimbly kap on thy deſerted ſhore. 85 
All the day Jong, and all the lonely night 


RE IM Jy rk E 4 wy 


Black choughts of thee my anxious Soul affright! | 


' Darkneſs, to other Womens pleaſures kind, ( 
Augments, like Hell, the torments of my mind. | I 


I court &en Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, C 7 
Falſe Joys mult ſerve, ſince all my true are fled I 
What's that ſame airy Phantom fo like thee? | 

What wailings do [ hear, what palencls ſee ? | R 
1 wake, and hag my ſelf, *tis but a Dream. —— R 


The Grecian Altars know I feed their flame, 


The want of hallow'd wine my tears ſupply, | Hd 
Which make the ſacred fire burn bright and high, Sy 
w het 


ht! 
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Whien ſhall 4 clafp thee in thele Arms WE mine, 
Theſe longing Arms, and lie diflolv'd 1n thine # 
When ſhall I have thee by thy {clt alone, 
Tolcarn the wondrous Actions thou haſt done? 


Which when in rapturous wordsthou haſt begun 
VVith many, and many a kiſs, prithee tell on, 
Such interruptions graceful pauſcs arc, 
A Kiſs in Story's but an halt in VVar. 

But whenlI think of Troy, of winds, and waves, 
I fear the pleaſant dream my hope deceives - 


Contrary windsin Port detain thee too, 


: | In ſpite of wind and tide why wouldſt thou go ? 
L Thus to thy Country thou wouldft hardly come, 
| In ſpite of wind and tide thou wene'ſt from home. 
| Tohis own City Neptyne ſtops the way, 

- Revere the Oxy, and the God's obey. 

| Return ye furious Grecians, homeward fly, 

t Your {tay 1s not of Chance, but Deſtiny : 

- How can your Arms expect deſir'd ſucceſs, 

's j 5 thus contend for an Adultere/s ? 
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But, let not me foreſpeak you; no; ---'ſet Sail, ., 


And Heav'n befriend you witha profperous gale! | 


Ye Troqans! with regret methinksI ſee 
Your firſt encounter with your Enemy ;...... 
I fee fair Helez put on all her Charms, 

To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Arms 3 
She gives him Arms, and kiſles ſhe 'receives, 


(I hate the tranſports each to other gives.) 


She leads him forth, and ſhe commands him come | 


Safely vi&orious, and triumphant home, 


And he ( no doubt ) will make no- nice delay, | 


But diligently do what e're ſhe ſay 3 


She takes the pond'rous Helmet from his head, 


We? 
= 


—— 


2 


Wn 
&. 
5 


Now he returns! --- ſee with what amorous ſpeed | ; 


And Courts the weary Champion to her Bed. 


We Women, too too credulous alas ! 


1 hink what we fear will ſurely come to paſs. | 
Yet, while before beforethe Leagure thou dott lic | 


Thy PiFure is fome pleaſure to my Eye, 


3 
; 


s 


That,f 
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| That, l carek i in words moſt kind and tree, | 

|| And' lodge A on my Breaſt, as1 would thee 3 

; | There muſt be ſomething ./1n 1t more than Art, 

. ; 'T were vey thee, could it thy mind 1 impart 5 n 
| I kiG the pretty Idol, and compidin, T 

| | As if (like thee) *t would anſwer me again. 


By thy” return, by thy; dear Self,..F fivear, 

| By our Loves Vows, which moſt Relgious are, 
” By thy beloved Head,::and thoſe gray Hairs 

| Which time may on it Snow, in fare years, 


| 1 come, where e're thy. fate ſhall bid thee TO, 
| Eternal Partner of thy weal and woe, 

: Sothou but live, tho'all the God's \fay No. 

' | Farewel, --- but prethec very careful be. 

- Of thy beloved Self (I mean ) of me © 


jt, 


PHILLIS 
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Demophoon; the Son of Theſeus and Phzdra, ve- 
turning from the Trojan, Wars, was by attoerk| : 
Winds driv/n on the Thracian Shore , where k| 
Was Royalty entertained , and Yeeciv oy ito fa 
miliarity D: Phillis, Dungl lier of Ly curgus a w 


1 

7 

The ARGUMENT. [1 
 C 

T 

T 


5 X43 E@ : 


the Death. of Meneftheus Te = Deer of of M 


yes of - Athais , Jet with cara proteſt ation! = 
returning within - #he ſpace of. one Month. T1 
t being dctain'd paſt the appointed time ht , 
the diſtraftions his People were under, he gave «© Fg 
caſion to Phillis (impatient v delays ) to write hink 
this Epiſtle, | 7h 
Pr. ( who cntertair'd thy Love and Thee, go 
Faithleſs Demophoon ) blames thy Perjury J An | 


Hov 


PHILLIS r& DEMOPHOON. 79S 


| How,when with pain weparted, didft thou mourn, 
* And ſcem'dſt to live alone for thy return ! | 
; How didfſt thou limit my diſtreſs, and ſwear 

" Within one month thy ſpeedy preſence here ! 


\ 


Yet now four Moons are weary'd out, and ſee 
Thee ſtill regardleſs of thy Vows and me. 
Hadſt thou a tender ſenſe to know the pain 


; Of abſent Lovers, who expect in vain, 


Thou woul&ſt not call me haſty, nor upbraid 


| Theſe humble murmursof a Wife ketray'd. 


We'reſlow in our believing Ills, for I 


Flatter'd my fclf that yet TI ſhou'd not die: . 


| My ſuf I've oft deluded, ---- thought thee kind ---« 
; p= Thy Ship returning with a proſp'rous wind : --- 
1.5 Theſens Þve curſt, and yet unjuſtly him, | 

o« For thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 

| The dang'rous ſhoals of Hebrns made me mourn, 
" As fancying thee expos'd inthy return. 

| Oft for thy health I've ſought the Gods by pray'r, 
And Incenſe burnt to Place thee 1n their care. 


When 
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When e're PG Wind fond fair, I fancy'd Qraigln 
Thy ſadden-prefence, or thy. certain fate. 

Then havel ſtudy'd reaſons for thy ſtay, : . 

And urg'd my wit to favour thy delay : 

Yet doſt not thou the ſenſe of Vows retain; 

To Gods; and me, made equally ih vain 
Thy ſtriteſt Vows did mix with common: Air, 
Nor doesthy tardy Fleet thefault repair. - 


Thy abſenee fully does my. Crime reprove, | 
And ſeems defign'd to pay.ſo cheap a Love: 
My only fault was loving eafily, | 
And yet that fault claims gratitude 1n thee. | 
Where's now thy fanh, --- 0 ſuppliant hands, 7 
. 'and whete:, | 1 
The God prophan'd by FN fallacious pray'r? , 
Whete's Hen now that ſhould our hicarts unite; | Vi 
Bleſs and fecure our conjugal delight 2 - V 
Firſt, by the Sea thou fwor'ſt thy meaning juft;  T} 
The Sea that then thou wert about to truſt : Th 
Fhon Fog 


Chon 


—_ = 
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Thou {worſt * thy pretended Grandfire's name, 


The God that does rcbeltous ſtorms reclaim ; 

By Verns and by Love's Artillery, 

The Inſtruments of mighty woes to me : 

By Juno, whoof Marriage Vows takes care, 

And Ceres, who the hallow*d Torch does bear : 
hou'd theſe wrong'd Fow'rs be juſt, cowdſt thon 

withſtand | | 

The angry ſtroke of an Almighty hand > 

Thy Ships I did repair, thy Sails improve, 

And ſtrengthen'd the deſerter of my Love. 

I gave thee Oarsas Inſtruments of ſpeed, 

And ſharpen'd all the darts by which Iblced. 

Thy words, ---- Thy Kindred Gods ---- what e're 


was fan'd, 


' With Joy I heard, with Faich I entertain'd - 


View'd with regard thy falſe commanded rears, 
Thy artful forrow, and thy ſeeming fears. 

Thy Artsot Love to me thou might'lt havefpar'd, 
For T was too unhappily. prepar'd, 


0 G Nor 
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Nor ſhowd I grieve to have well treated Thee, 
And limited my hoſpitality, \ 
But to admit thee looſely tomy breaſt, | | 
{s Treaſon, fatal tomy preſent reſt. 

Ah ! hadI dy'd before that evening came, 
I then had dy'd in peace, ſecure of fame. 
Yielding, Thop'd thy gratitude might move, 
And ſhewing mine, deſerve thy utmoſt love. | 
But *tis inglorious thus to have betray'd | 
( All pitile(s ) a frail believing Maid : 

A Maid that lov'd thee, thou haſt robb'd of fame, 
And may no greater honour reach thy name. 

In Athers, when thy Statue ſhall be plac'd . 
Near thy great Father with his Trophies grac'd - 
When Scyroz and Procruſtes ſhall be read, 

Scizzis and Minotanre in triumph lead : 

Thebes quite reduc'd, the Certanr's overcome, 
Hell ſtorm'd, and the black King diſturb'd at home, 
Thy hated Image thus inſcribd ſhall End, 


w— He whobetray'd bis Miftreſs and his Friend. 
= of | 
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Of all thy mighty Father has atchiev'd, 

Thou lik*ſt, that Ariadre was deceiv'd - 

What herepented, thou doſt ſtill admire; 

And only to his treachery art Heir : 

( Unenvy'd ) ſhe enjoys a nobler Mate; 

And drawn by harneſs'd Tygres, rides in ſtate. 
The Thraciar's, whomlT ſcorn'd, now ſhun my bed; 


As one by ſtrange polluted hands milled. 


' Says one, let learned Athens be her place, 


Some nobler Hand ſhall govern warlike Thrace. 


TheEnd proves all and may henever hit 


His raſh preſage, who dares condemn thee yet, 

For ſhow'dſt thou now return, each will conchide 

I ſtudy'd with my own my Country's good : 

I've fail'd, alas ! Thou no review doſt make. 

Or of my Palace or the Cryſtal Lake. 

My eyes retain thy graceful Image, when 

With mournful Bows thou bad'{t me hope agen; 

Thoudid'ſt imbrace me, and with ſuch delay, 

That long breath'd kifles ſeeni'd to mean thy ſtay 5 
G 2 Thou 
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Thou did'tc exchange,and mix our tcars,and fwear 


— -<— > CCAIR 


The Wind was inauſpicious, when *cwas fair ; 
When our divorce thou cou'd{t no more decline, 
Thou ſaid'it, Expect we Phillis, I amilize : 
HimT expe, who meant to come no more, 

And Ships no more defign'd to touch this ſhore : 
Yer ſtill I hope-- ah! come, tho? paſt thy time, 
That thy delay may be thy only Crime. 

Some wanton Maid ( perhaps ) ſeduces Thee, 
And buys thy love with cheap diſcourſe of me. 
Thou can'{t not be unmindtul whol am, 

Confult thy ſelf for my neglected name 3 

Phillis thy Conſtant, hoſpitable Friend, 

Who did her harbour and afhiſtance Icnd « 


Love, Empire, All ;ubmitted to thy will, 


Who gave thee much, and will'd to give thee {till ;, 
Lyeurgnss Land furrender'd to thy ſway, 

Ard to thy Hand ns Scepter did convey, 

As for as Reodope and Hamns go, 


And the foft ſtreams of ſacred Hebrrus flow 3 
1 hce 


/ 
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Thee my laſt bluſhesbleſt, thy loves long toils 
Rewarded with my conquer'd Virgin Spoils. 
Thehowling Fiends,and ominous Birds of Night, 
Vith diſmal notes perform'd each Nuptial Rite: 
With her curl'd Snakes the fierce Aledo came, 
To light our Tapers with infernal flame. 
On RocksI walk ---- and o'rethe barren Sand, 
Far as my Eyes can reach the ſpacious Strand 5 
Look out all hours to {ce what Wind ſtands fair 
By Earths cold damp untiy'd, cr Heav*ns bleak air ; 
When any diſtant Sail T chance to ſpy, 
I fancy thy looſe Streamers drawing nigh: 
Launch'd ito Sca, the tardy Galcs I chide, 
And to mcet thee I ſtem th? umpetuons Tides 
When their appreach declares my hopes are vain 
I fainting crave the aftiſtance of my Train. 
Above the Bay , which the (pent Billows blocks 
And tora's a Precipice of pendaat Rocks, 
Thence my defpair preſcnted me a grave, 
And nought but thy return my ike {hall fave, 
G3 May 
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May ſome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey, 
And at thy feet thy floating Phillis lay, 

Thy melting heart this diſinal found will groan, 
In rhcle embraces joyn'd, we meet too ſoon -— 
Oit have thirſted for a pois'nous draught, 

As oft a death from ſome kind Poniard ſonght 3 
Oft round that neck a ſilken Twine I caſt, 


Which once thy dear perfidions Arms imbrac'd. 
By death Fl heal my prefent Infamy, 

But ſtay to chooſe the ſpeedieſt way to die. 

This fad ſhort Epitaph ſhall ſpeak my doom, 
Ard fix my mournful ſtory on my Tomb, 

This Monument did falſe Demophoon build 
With the cold Aſhes of his Miſtreſs fill d; 

He was the cauſ$, and hers the hand that kill d. 


2 
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"OENONE. 


PARIS. 


Mr. FOHN COOPER. 
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Hecuba, being with Child of Paris, dream'd ſhe 
was delivered of a Firebrand : Priam, conſulting 
the Prophets , was anſwer'd the Child ſhowd be 
the Canje of the Deſtruffion of Troy , whereſore 
Priam commanded it ſhould be deliver d to wild 
Beaſts as ſoon as born 5, but Aecuba conveys it 
ſecretly to Mount lda , there to be fofter'd by 
the Shepherds, where he falls in. love with the 
Nymph QEnone , but at length being known 
and own'd, he ſails into Greece, and carries 
Helen fo Troy , which OEnone kearing, writes 
him this Epiſtle. | 


: \ Exd this,(if your new Bride will ſuffer)read 5 
And no upbraidings from Mycez4 dread. 


G 4 Only 
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Oniy OEzonc here docs of her ſwain 

(It he will et her call him hers J complain. 

What God has robb'd me of your love and you ? 
Or ;:om wit Crime of mine Proceeds my woe 2. 
Misforcuncs, whe n defv'd, ve may endure, 

Evt when unjuſtly born , can {inJ no Cure. 

Tho now a Prince, not yt fo great ycu was, 
Whena tam'd iNyinph, | (i opd tO Your imbrace : 
A Slave you was ( forgive what I have ſaid ) 
Slave as you was, I took you to my Bed, 

Oſter, amidſt your Flocks, beneath-ſome ſhade 
On Leaves and Flow rs we amoroully were Iaid, 
As oft, upon the Ctraw, our joys we proved 
In ſore low ſhed. from Winter ſtorms remov'd. 
When you roſe up'to Hunt , 1 ſhew'd you game, 
Surpris'd the Infant ſavage and-his Dam, 
Companion of your ſports, the tolls did place, 
And heard the ſwift pacd Houndsupon the chafe. 
Uno, the I recs Your ticsle carved my name, 
Andcy'ry Bcack is conſcious of your flame. 

We'l 


} 
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- Wali remember that tall Poplar Trce, 


(It's Trunk is fill'd, and with Records of me, ) 
Which, may it live! on the Brooks margin ſet, 
Has on it's knotty Bark thelc V ecrſes writ : 

When Paris live not to OFzoze true, 

Back Xanthns ſtreams ſhall to their fountains flow, 


Turn! Turn ye freams! and Xarthns backwards 


| / 
The faithlefs Paris has torgot his Vow. ( goe - 


Calm was our love, ble{t with delightful eaſe, 


_ Tilla black ſtormo'rcaſt my former peace, 


When the three Heavwnly Beauties bl-{t thine eyes, 
Icf1gn'd Thee Umpire to beſtow the prize. 
Asfrom your month the fatal Story came, 

A ſwift cold trembling ſhot through all my frame. 
To Ancient Sages my juſt doubts I bear , 

And all conclude ſome dreadful miſchief near. 


Now the tall Pines into ſtrong Barks you ſhape, 


Which {weep the ſurface of the yielding deep, 


From your ſwoln Eyes the Tears at parting crept, 


Deny it not , nor beathanid you wept : 


C Your 
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( Your Love was then no injury to your Fame; 
Youdaily burn in a more ſhameful flame. ) 

You wept, and on my Eyes you gazing ſtood, |, 
Whoſe falling Tears increas the briny Floud. 
About my Neck your wreathing Arms you flung, 
Cloſer than Vines totheir lov'd Elms youclung : 
When for your ſtayyou did the Tempeſts blame, / 
How oft they laugh'd who knew the Ocean calm! j 
'Midft thouſand Kiſles, when you'd bid farewell, 
Scarce could your tongue the fatal Meſlage tell. 
You are embarqu d : Againſt your Gally's ſide 
The plymg Oars beatup the foaming Tide : 
I1ll burry'd from my fight, your Ships I view, 
Then my Salt Tears the parched Sands bedew. 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he come 
(I fondly pray'd ) but to my ruin ſoon. 

1he Gods my wiſhes do ſucceſsful make, 

But all, alas! for that curſt Strumpets ſake, | 


My Pray'rs into anothers. Arms have bronght! 


you back, 
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A vaſt high Rock there is, whoſe craggy lides 


Suſtain the fury of incroaching Tides. 

Your Sails hence ſpy'd I hardly coald delay , 
Plung'd in the deep, to mect you by the way 3 
When one I ſaw, whilea ſhort pauſe Imade, 
Upon the Deck in glorious Purple clad - 
Gods! How I ſhook ! Fear did my Soul poſſeſs 
With horror to behold th? unuſual dreſs. 

As nearer to the ſhore your Velltel came, 

I ſpy'd, O blaſting ſight! The charming Dame 3 
Nay more, —her wanton head ( into the Sea 
Why leapt I not? ) upon your Boſomlay. 

'T was then I beat my Breaſt, and tore my Hair, 
With all the ſymptomes of a deep deſpair. 

If1Pd the Air with my diſtraGed crys, 

And Ida's Mount refounded with the Noiſe. 
Thence with dire imprecations I remov'd 

Unto thoſe conſcious Caves, where once we loy'd. 
Hear me, ye Gods! may the curſt Helen be 

As wretched full as ſhe has render'd me 3 


May 
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May ſhe complain of falſe and broken Vows, 

And pine, like me, for a regardleſs Spouſe. 
Now they do charm, who from their Busbands fly, 
And the wide Occan plow, to follow thee 3 
When a poor Shepherd, a fmall Flock you ted, 
Then I, and only 7, voucifaf'd my Bed, 

Nor think I ſuc to be in Courts ador'd, 

And owr'd the Dauginer of all #fa's Lord 3 
Tho” your great Varonis need not be aſbam'd, 
When *mongſt their many Children T am nam'd, 

A Scepter would not i] become this hand, 

So much I with and. mcrit to commaitd. 

Deſpiſe me not, bec2nſe with you I lay, 

And pais'd,on new fali'n leaves the weil ſpent days 
For thy OEzcne's worthy of a Bed, 

Not with Green leaves but gawdy Purple ſpread. 
Safe you may ileep.and harmicisin my Arms, 


Your joys uninterrupted with alarms 


But with my Rival tus you mulc. notlive, e 


For Greece in Arms demands te tigitivc, C 


Run ts all ths dowry fac cargire, 


AK 
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Ak your grave Friends , with piercing wiſdom 


fraught, 


Whom many years have much experience taught , 


Ask Sage Antener, and your aged Sire, 


If ſhe's to be rcftord whom they require - 


Baſe man ! your Ceuntry for her fake deſtroy'd, 


Shame's on your part, and juſtice on their fide. 


Or can you think rhat ſhe will conſtant prove, 


Who was ſa calily intic'd to love ? 


When once d<-baucted, our Sex for ever burn 


In lawleſs fires ; Vertue knows no return : 
Diſhonour never gives a ſecond blow ? 
And once a Whore {ic will be ever lo. 

But hcr firm Jove that ſcruple has remov'd, 
Vain man ! cv*n thus Atrides once ſhe loy'd, 


Alone he lies poor cred*lous Cuckold now ! 


And docs deplore what you e*'rwhilc muſt do. 


Fool that he was tothink ſhe could be true ! 


! Happy Azdromacke! who jultly art 
- Pollifjed of afirmand Loyal heart! 


: 
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A Faith like hers thou haſt beheld in me, - 
And Hedor's Vertue ſhould have ſhin'd 1n thee ; 
But thou art lighter than the ſapleſs Leaf, 


Of which the Autumn blaſts the Trees bereave z 
Or than the ſtalks of the well ripen'd Wheat 


* 
4 
b. 
[x 


* 


Made the V Vinds ſport by the Sun's parching heat. * 


Well I remember what your Siſter ſaid, 


When the (tronge God poſleſ&'d the furious Maid; | 


OEzone ceaſe to plow up fruitleſs Lands, 

And ſaw the Seed upon the barren Sands, 

The Grecian Heifer comes who reaps thy joys, 
The bane of Troy, and Priarts ancient Houſe. 
She comes ! forbid it heav'n: And in the deep. 


Now, Now ye Gods ſink down the guilty Ship; 


65 


# 
j 
| 
| 


Now 1s the time ro plunge it in the Floud, \ 
It brings deſtruCtion,and is fraught with bloud. F 
She ſaid - Her people ſnatch'd her from my view, | 4 
As through the Woods full of the God ſhe flew.} T 
Too true ſhe ſpoke ! my joys that Heifer proves, - Tt 


Dozs in my Groves and Flowry Meadows move, | 


ng 


Pr 


And all the pleaſant paſtures of my love. 


TOY 


Fair | 


* 


£ 
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Fair tho' ſhe be, your Helen isa VVhore 

Whom eachnew face draws from her Native ſhore, 
With Theſes thus the falſe inconſtant fled ; 

But he untouch'd reſtor'd the ſpotleſs Maid. 

Ah who can Faith to th: forg'd Story yield ? 

t. > His Veins with youthful bloud and vigor filFd, 

A Lover too! could he his joys forbear ? 

And in poſſeſſion of his heav'n defpair ? 


Miſcal not thus her ready flight a Rape, 
Her wicked ſelf contriv'd the wiſh'd eſcape. 
But I, falſe as you are, have kept my Vows, 
Tho' your example would my Crimes excuſe. 
Long time Iliv'da Tenant of the Groves, 
py The common obje& of the Satyr*s loves, 
Me, Fannus too, who o're the Mountains fled, 
Purſird, with Leafy Chaplets on his head ; 
And Ph#bus, who, but with much force, obtain'd 


| That bliſs for which the reſt in vain complain'd. 


# Ttore my hair, while my ſoft Limbs he preſt, 
© And that curſt face for which 1 was diſprac'd. 


No 
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No ſordid recompence of wealth I ſought. 

\ - That Creaturc*s mean whole love is to be bought, 
But me the grateful God with knowledge ſtor'd, 
And the ſame Gitts for which himſelÞs ador'd. 


For no one Plant the ferti] earth does yield, 


But in it's VertuesI am amply Skill'd. Es 
Wretch ! of what uſe does thy vain knonwledge 
Nodrug alas! can curethe wounds of love. : 
Not Ptzbas's ſelf the Author of our Art 

Could: in this caſe guard his immortal heart : 
Nought or from earth, or heav'n can cure my 
In thee alone muſt my relief be found, ( wound, 
My Paris can, and he mult pity ſhow, 
To her who merits all he can beſtow 3 
ForlI am yours, with you of old did paſs, 

In childiſh innocence my Infant days; 

And 1 beſcech you Gods to fix my doom, , 
And give that bleſſing to the time to come. 

So in his Arms to whom my Youth I lent, 


Shall the remains of my bleſt lite be ſpent. ; B 
APAR al 


HE Sans Racer en cy 
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Oa the Forego'ng 
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O thce, dear Paris, Lord of ny Deſires, 
; Once render Fartner of my ſofteſt Fires 


- Totheel write, mine, whilſt a Shepherds Swain, 


- But now a Prince, that Title you diſdain. 
RAY H Oh 
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+Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd fo ſoon divide 
What Love, and all our Vows ſo firmly ty'd! 
What God, owr Loves induſtrious to prevent,” * 
Curſt thee with power, and ruin'd my Content? 
Greatneſs, which does at bcfſt but ll agree 
With Love, fuch ;:Tance fets*twixt Thee and Me. 
Whilſt thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdeſs, 
My raging Paſtion can have no redreſs. | 
Wou'd God, when firſt I ſaw thee, thou hadſt been 
This Great, this Cruel, Celebrated thing. 
That without hope I might have gaz'd and bow'd, 


And mixt my Adoration with the Crow'd 3 


— Unwounded then I had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, 


Thoſe lovely Authors of my Miſeries. 
Not that leſs Charms their fatal pow'r had dreſt, 


\ But fear and Awe my Love had then ſuppreſt : 


My unambitious Heart no Flame had known, 

But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 

I might have wonder'd, and have wiſht that He, 

Whom Heaven ſhou'd make me love, might look | 
like thee. | More ; 


nt ? 


cen 


——— — 


Morein a filly Nymph had been a fin, 

This had theheight of my Preſumption been. 

But thou a Flock did(t feed on [ds Plain, 

And hadſt no Title, but The lovely Swair, 

A Title ! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 

Than that of being own'd King Priam's Son. 
Whilſt mea harmleſs Neighbouring Cottager 

You ſaw, and did above the reſt prefer. 

You ſaw / and at firſt fight you lov'd me too, 

Nor cov'd I hide the wounds receiv'd from you, 
Me al! the Village Herdſmen ſtrove to gain, 

For me the Shepherds {ighd andſ\u'd in vain, ; 
Thou hadſt my heart, and they my cold diſdain, 
Not alltheir Offerings, Garlands, and firft born 
Of their lov'd Ewes, cou'd bribe my Native ſcorn, 
My Love, like hidden Treaſure long conceal'd, 
Cou'd only, where 'twas deſtin'd, be reveal d. 
And yet how long my Maiden bluſhes (flrove 

Not to betray the cafie new-born Love, 

H 2 
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But at thy Gght the kindling Fire wou'd riſe, 
And I, unskill'd, declare it at my eyes. 

But oh the Joy ! the mighty Ecſtaſie 

Poſleſt thy Soul at this Diicovery. 
Speechlefs, ar.d panting at my feet you lay, C fay. 
And ſhort-breath'd Sighs told what you cou'd not 
A thouſand times my hand with Kiſſes preſt, 

And look'd ſuch Darts, as none cou'd e1e refit. 
Silent we gaz'd, and as my Eyes met thine, wing || 
New Joy filld theirs, new Love and ſhame fild 
You ſaw the fears my kind diſorders ſhows, 

And broke your Silence with a thouſand Vows / 
Heavens, how you ſwore ! by ev'ry Pow'r Divine 
You wou'd beever true ! be ever mine ! 


Each God, a ſacred witneſs you invoke, (broke. 


And will'd their Curſe, when e're theſe Vows you 


Quick to my Heart the perjur'd Acccnts ran, 

Which I took in, beliewd, and was undone, 

Cc | 
Vows are Loves poyſon'd Arrows, and the heart 


So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. : 


not _ 


—— 


At leaſt this heart which Fate has deſtin'd yours, 
This heart unpraCctisd in Loves mylſtick pow 


 ForI am ſoft, and young as April Flowers. 


Now uncontroul'd we meet, uncheck*d improve 
Each happier Minute in new Joys of Love! 
Soft were our hours ! and laviſhly the Day 
Wegaveintirely up to Love, and Play. 
Oſt to the cooling Groves, our Flocks weled, 
And ſeated on ſome ſhaded, flowry Bed, 


Watch'd the united wantons as they fed. 


_ Andall the day my liſtning Soul hurg 
' Upon the charming Muſick of thy Tongue, ? 


_ And never thought the bleſled hours too long. 


No Swain, no God like thee cou'd ever move, <1 
Or had fo ſoftan Art in whiſpering Love, fe 
No wonder that thou wert Ally*d to Joze. v 
And when you pip'd, or ſung, or danc'd, or ſpoke, 


The God appear'd in every Grace, and Look, 


- Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, 
- The gricf, and Joy of allthe Love-ſick Maids. 


Hz Thus 
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Thus whilſt all hearts you ruPd without Controul, 
I reig'd the abſolute Monarch of your Soul. 
Each Beach my Name yet bears, carv'd out by 
thee, 
Paris, and his OEzoxe fill each Tree 3 
And as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, 
Grow ſtill a witneſs of my wrongs whendead ! 
Cloſe by a filent ſilver Brook there grows 
A Poplar, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 
A thouſand times we have exchang'd our Vows! 
Oh may*ſt thou grow 7 to an endlcts date of years! 
Whoon thy Bark this fatal Record bears ; 
When Paris fo OF none proves untrue, 
Back Xanthus Streams ſhal/ to their fountains flow. 
Turn ! turn your .T1de! back to your Fountains 
run! 
The perjur'd Swain from all his Faiths gone! 
Curlt be that day, may Fate point our the hour, 
As Ominousin his black Kalenders -. ' 


When |. 


ars! 


1ns 


Ir, | 
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| VVhen Yerus, Pallas, and the VVite of Jove 


Deſcended to thee inthe Mirtle Grove, 

In ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds - 
Naked they came, no Veiltheir Beauty ſhrouds3 
But every Charm, and Grace expos'd to view, 
Left Heav'n to be ſurvey*d and judg'd by you. 
To bribe thy voice, Juno 770u'd Crowns beſtow, 
Pallas more gratefully wou'd dreſs thy Brow 


VVith wreaths of wit ! Vexus propos'd the choice 


; A A [ ” 
Of all the faireſt Greeks ! and had thy Voice. (ſpiſe, 


Crowns, and more glorious wreaths thou didſt de- 
And promis'd Beauty more than Empire prize! 
This when youtold, Gods! what a killing fear 
Did over all my thivering Limbs appear ? : 
AndI preſag'd ſome ominous Change was near ! 
The Bluſhes left my Checks, from every part 
The Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting heart. 
You in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv'dg 
Of parting Life, and onmy pale Lips breath'd : 
Such Vows, as all my Terrors undeceiy'd, 

H 4 But 
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But ſoon the envying Gods diſturb'd our Joys, 


Dcclarethce great! and all my bliſs deſtroys / 


And now the Fleet is Anchor'd in the Bay 


I h:t muſt to Troy the glorious Youth convey. 
Ficayens! how you look'd! and what a Godlike 
nei firſt Homage beautify'd your Face! (Grace 
Yct tais no wonder, or Amazement brought, 

You ſtil! a Monarch were in Soul, and thought ! 
Nor cou'c: 1 tcll which moſt the ſight augments, 
Your Joys of Pow'r,or parting diſcontents. (olide, | 
You Kift rhe tears which down my Checks did | 
And mingled yoars with the foſt falling tide, | 


f 
f 


And *twizt your fizhs a thouſand times you faid, 


= In Ie 


Craſe my OEnone ! Ceaſe my charming Maid ! 
Ji Faris ces Eis Native Troy 10 ſee, 


1; lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt a Princeſs be ! 


. NE ALE oe en Go 4h 
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But my Prophetick fear no faith allows, 


My breaking heart reliſted ail thy Vows. 


A wnſt we part, I cry*d! thoſe killing words 


Do furiter Language tomy Grief affords. 


Trem- | 


I05 
os 


: 'Trcmbling, I fell uponthy panting Breaſt, 
| Which was with equal Love, and gricf v- 
” Whilſt ſighs and looks, all dying, ſpoke the reſt, 9 


About my neck my feeble arms I caſt, 
ke , Not Vines, nor Toy circle Elms fo faſt, 
To ſiay, what dear excuſes did{t thon frame, 


And fanciedſit tempeſts when the Seas were calm ? 


! © How oftthe winds contrary feign'd to be, 
> | When they, alas, were only fo to re ! 
dr, | ' How oft new Vows of laſting Faith you lore, 


lid | * And'*twixt your Kiſſes all the old run o'rc ? 

' But nowthe wiſely Grave, who Love deſpile, 
, | (Themſelves paſt hope do buſily adviſe, 
| Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear, (hear. 


| Language which Lovers fright, and Swains nere 


| For Troy they cry ! theſe Shepherds weeds lay 
; _, (Crown / 
: | Change Crooks for Scepters ! Garlands for a 


But ſure that Crown does far leſs eaſie ſit, 


3 
| © Than Wreaths of Flow'rs,lcfs innocent and ſweet. 
? * Nor 
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© Nor can they Beds of State fo gratcful be, 
* As thoſe of Mols, and new fan Leaves with melf 


Now tow rds the Beach wego, and allthe way® 


The Groves, the Fern, dark Woods, and Springs 


ſurvey 3 
That were fo. often conſctous to the Rites 
Of ſacred Love, 1nour dear ſtol'n Delights. 
VVith eyes all languiſhing, each place you view, : 
And ſighing cry, Adicn, dear Shades, Adicn ! 
Then »+twas thy Soul e'n doubted which to do, 
Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forego ! 


Glory and Love ! the great RR _ 


And now on Board you go, and all the Sails 
Are loofned, to receive the flying Gals. 
VVhili I half dead on the forſaken Strand, 
Behcla tacc lighing on the Deck to ſtand, 
VVitting a thouſand Kiftes from thy Hand. 
And whilltÞ coira the leficning Vellel fee, 
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I gaz'd, and ſent a thouſand Sighs to thee ! 


And : 
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” And all the Sea-born Nereids 1mplore 
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Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick ſhore. 


Silent, and fad as Death, about rove, 


Now like a GhoſtI glide through ev'ry we 


 Andviktall our Treafaries of Love ! 


This Shade th? account of thouſand Joy does hide, 
As many more this murmuring Rivers ſide, 


Where the dear Graſs, as ſacred, does retain 


The print, where thee and I ſo oft have lain. 


* Upon this Oak thy Pipe, and Garland's plac'd, 


That Sycamore 1s with thy Sheep-hook £rac'd, 

Here feed thy Flocks, once lov'd though now thy 
ſcorn 3 

Like me forſaken, aiid like me forlorn ! 


A Rock there is, from whence I cou'd ſurvey 
From far the blewiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, - 


Whoſe hanging top with toyl I climb each day, 


| With greedy View the proſpect Iruno're, 


To ſee what wilh'd for ſhips approach our ſhore. 
One 
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One day all hopeleſs on its point I ſtood, 

And ſaw a Veſſel bounding o'rethe Flood, 

And as it nearer drew, 1 cou'd diſcern 

Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stem, | 
Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread 

Of Antick work in gold and ſilver mace, Cplay'd. 
Which mix'd with Sun-beams dazling Light diC 
But oh ! beneath this glorious Scene of State 
CCurſt be the ſight ) a fatal Beauty fate. 

And fondly you were on her Boſom Jay'd, 

Whilſt with your perjur'd Lips her fingers play | 
Wantonly curP'd and dally'd with that hair, 


Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracc]cts wear. 


Oh ! hadſt thou-ſcen me then in that mad ſtate, Þ 


So ruin'd, fo deſign'd for Death and Fate, 
Fix'd ona Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice 

In ollow Murmurs wars with angry ſeas ; 
Whiiſt the bleak winds aloft my Garments bear, 
R.uffiing my care!c{ and diſheveld hair, 

I look'd like the fact ſtatue of Deſpair. 


OENONE 1 PARIS. 109 


CE IRR— 


7 
—— 2» nn mans 


Z With out-ſtretch'd voiceI cry'd, and all around 
” The Rocks and Hills my dire complaints refound. 
j I rend my Garments, tear my flattering face, 
ern, Whoſe falſe deluding Charms my ruin was. 
| Mad as the Seas in ſtorms, I breath deſpair, 
| R 7 Or Winds let looſe in unrel:fting air. 
7 Raging and frantick through the Woods I fly, 
b And Paris ! lovely, fuithleſs, Paris; cry. 
F But when the Echo's ſound thy Name again, 
| | change to new variety of Pain. 
v4; | For that dear name ſuch tenderneſs inſpires, 
- Asturnsall Paſſion to Loves ſofter fires : 
| With tears I fall to kind Complaints again, 
* So tempeſts are allay'd by ſhow'rs of Rain. 
| Say, lovely Youth, why woud'ſt thou thus betray 
1 My eafte Faith, and lead my heart aſtray ? 


© It might ſome humble Shepherds choice have been, 
: z Had I that tongue ncre heard, thoſe eyes ne're ſeen, 
{ And in ſome homely Cott, in low repcſe, 
+ Livd undiſturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths: 
All 
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All day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have kept, 6 


And inſome honeſt Arms at Night have ſlept. 


Then unupbraided with my wrongs thow'dl(t been * 
Safe in the Joys of the fair Grecian Queen : | 
What Stars do rule the Great & Noſooner you 


Became a Prince, but you were Perjur'd too. 
Are Crowns and Falſhoods then conſiſtent things ? 
And muſt they all be faithleſs who are Kings? | 
The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, 
Even tho' it renders me my Parzs (corn. 


And I had rather this way wretched prove, 


Than be a Queen and faithleſs in my Love. _ | 
Not my fair Rival wou'd I wiſh to be, L 1 
To come prophan'd by others Joys to thee. 
A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms I brought, | 1 
Untouch'd in Fame, ev*n Innocent in thought. | 
Whilſt fhe with Love has treated many a Gueſt, |. 1 
And brings thee but the leavings of a Feaſt - F 
With Theſers from her Country madeEſcape, V 
Whilſt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, a Rape. C 


SO | 


S? 
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So now from Atrexs Son, with thee 1s fled, 
And ſtill the Rape hides the Adult'rous Deed. 
And is it thus Great Ladies keep intire 

That vertue they ſo boaſt, and you admire? 
Is this a Trick of Courts, can Raviſhment 


| Serve fora poor Evaſion of Conſent ? 


Hard ſhift to ſave that Honour priz'd fo high, 
Whilſt the mean Fraud's the greater Infamy. 
How much more happy are we Rural Maids, 
Who know no other Pallaces than Shades £2 
V'Vhowant no Titles to inflave the Crowd, 
Leſt they ſhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud. 
No Arts our good to ſhow, our I!ls to hide, 
Nor know to cover faults of Love with Pride. 
ITlov'd, and all Loves Dictates did purſue, 


| And never thought it cou'd be fin with you. 

| To Gods, and Men, I did my Love proclaim 

\ Forone ſoft hour with thee, my charming Swain, 
| VVou'd Recompence an Age tocome of ſhame, 


| Cor'd itas well but fatisfie my Fame. 


But 
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But oh! thoſe tender hours are fled and loſt, 


And Ino more of Fame, or thee can boaſt ! 


*T was thou wert Honour, Glory, all to mes 
Till Swains had learn'd the Vice of Perjury, : 
No yielding Maids were charg'd with Infamy. 
'Tis falſe and broken Vows make Love a fin, 
Hadſt thou been true,we innocent had bcen. 
But thou leſs faith than Aztumrn leaves do'ſt thow, 
VVhich ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough, 
Leſs weight, leſs conſtancy, in thee 1s born 
Than in the ſlender mildew'd Ears of Corn. 
Oft when you Garlands wove to deck my 
hair, | 
V Vhere myſiick Pinks,and Dazies mingled were, 1 i 
Youſwcre 'twas fitter Diadems to bear - 


And when with eager Kiſles preſt my hand, 
Have ſaid , How well a Scepter *twor'd Commard | & 4 
F 


VVith charming, wiſhing Eyes ſurvey my Miene; | | 


And if I danc'd upon the flow'ry Green, 


And cry! the Gods deſign'd thee for a Queen ! 
VVhy : 
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Why then for Helen doſt thou me forſake ? 


Can a poor empty Name ſuch difference make ? 
Beſides. if Love can bea fin, thine's one, 

Since Helen does to Menelans belong. 

Be Juſt, reſtore her back, ſhe's none of thine, 
And, charming Paris, thou art only mine. 

'Tis no ambitious flame that makes me ſuz 


ow, Tobe again bclov'd, and bleft with you ; 


ugh, Novain deſire of being ally'd t a King, 
Love 1s the only Dowry Ican bring, 
And tender Love is all I ask again, 
Whilſt on her dang'rous ſmiles fierce war muſt 
; wait 
a | 


el. With fire and Vengeance at your Palace gate, 
Rouze your ſoft ſlumbers with their rough 
Alarms, 
41 Andrudcly ſnatch you from her ſaithſe(s Arms: 
- Turn then fair Fugitive, ec're 'tis too late, 
: Erethy miſtaken Love procurcs thy fate ; 


BD! [ E're 


/by| 
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E're a wrong'd Husband does thy Death deſign, 
And pierce that dear , that faithlcſs heart of 


thine. 


PARIS 


( 115 ) 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Paris, having ſail d to Sparta for the obtaining of 
Helen, whom. Venus had promiſed him as the 
reward of his adjudging the prize of Beanty to 
ker , was nobly there entertain'd by Menelaus, 
Helens Husband 5 but he being call d away to 
Crete, 10 take poſſeſſron of what was left hinz by 
his Grand-father Atrenus , commends his Gar 
to the care of his Wife, In his abſence Paris 


Courts her , and writes io her the following 
Epiſile. 


| LL hea'th, fair Nymph, thy Paris ſcnds to 
A thee, 


Tho' You, and only You, can give it me, | 
I 2 | Shall 
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OCCUR 


Sha!l I then ſpealc ? or 1<1t needleſs grown 

To te! a Paſſion that it ſclf has ſhewn ? 
D&G'snot my Love it {elf too open lay, 

And all Ithink in all I do betray? 

If not, oh ! may it ſtill in ſecret he, 

Till time with our kind wiſhes ſhall comply, 
TV! all our joys may tous come fincere, 

Nor loſe their price by the allay of fear. 

In vain I ſtrive; who can that fire conceal, 
Which do's it ſelf by its own Light reveal 7 
But if you needs would hear my trembling tongue 
Speak what my actions have declar'd ſo long, 

I Love; yowve there the word that do's im part 
The trueſt Meſſage from my bleeding heart. 
Forgive me, Madam, thatI thus confeſs 

To you, my fair Phyſician, my Diſeaſe, 

And with ſuchlooks this ſuppliant Paper grace, 
As beit become the Bcauties of that face. 

May that ſfizooth brow no angry wrinkle wear, 
But be your looks as kind as they are fair. 


Some 
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Some pleaſure *tis to think theſe-Lines (hall find 
An Entertainment at your hands ſo kind, 
For this creates a hope, that I too may, 
Receiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 
That FYewus promis'd you to me 11 vain. 
For know, leſt you through ignorance offend 
The Gods, *tis Heav*n that me docs hither ſend. 
None of the meaneſt of the Powers Divine 
That firſt inſpir'd, ſtill favoursmy deſign. 

ac Great is the prize 1 ſeck, I muſt contels, 
But neither is my ducor merit Icfs : 
Vems has promis'd ſhe would you aflign, 
Fair as her (elf, to befor ever mine, 
Guided by her, my Troy I left for thee, 
Nor fear'd the dangers of the Faithleſs Sca, 
She with a kind and an auſpicious gale 
Drove the good Ship, and ftretch'd out ev*ry fail. 
For ſhe who ſprung out of the teeming deep, 


- Still ore the main do's her wide Empire keep. 
ne | I 3 *. 
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Still may ſhe keep it, and as ſhe with eaſe 

Allays the wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 

S0 may ſhe give my ſtormy mind ſome ret, 

And calm the raging tempeſt of my breaſt, 

And bring home all my ſighs and all my vows. 

To their wiſl'd harbour, and deſir'd repoſe. 
Hither my flamesI brought, not found 'em here, 

I my whole courſe by their kind light did ſteer - 

For I by no miſtakeor ſtorm was toſt 


Againſt my will upon this happy Coalt. 


Nor as a Merchant did I plow the Mamn 

To venture Lite, like ſordid Fools, for gain. 

No; may the Gods preſerve my preſent ſtore, 
And only give me you to make it more. 

Nor to admire the place came I to far 3 

Thave Towns richer than your Cuics arc. 

'Tis youl ſeck, ro me from Ferns due, 

You were my wiſh, before your Charms I knew. 
Bright Images of you my mind did draw 

Long eremy cyes the: lovely Object ſaw. 


; 
Or 3 
© 


cre, 
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Nor wonder that with the ſwift winged dart, 
At ſuch a diſtance you could wound my heart : 
So Fate ordain'd, and leſt you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the truth I (hall relate, * 

Now in my Mothers Womb ſhut up T lay, 
Her fatal burthcn longing tor the day, 
When ſhe in a myſterious Dream was told, 
Her teeming Womb a burning Torch did hold ; 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 
To Priam cells, and to his Prophets he ; 
They fing that I all Troy ſhould (et on fire, 
But ſure Fate mcant the flames of my deſire. 
For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, 
My native greatneſs every thing diſclosd. 
Beauty, and ſtrength, and courage joyn'd in one, 
Through all diſguiſe ſpoke me a Monarchs Son. 
A place there is in 144's thickeſt Grove 
With Oaks and Fir-trees ſhaded all above, 
The graſs here grows untoucht by bleating flocks, 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious Ox. 

I 4 From 
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From hence 7roy's Tow'rs magnificence and pride, 1 

Leani,z againſt an aged Oak, Iſpy'd. 

When ſtraight methought I heard the trembling * 
ground | 

With the itrange noiſc of trampling feet refound. 

In the ſame inſtant Jove's great Meſlenger, 

On all his Wings born through the yielding Air, 

Lighting betore my wondring Eyes did ſtand, 

Ris golden. Rod tnonem his ſacred hand - 

With him three charming Goddefles there came, 

Juro, and Pallas, and the Cyprian Dame. 

With an unuſual fear I ſtood amaz'd, 

Til! thus the Gud my {1nking Courage ra's'd ; 

Fear wot, Thou art Jove's ſubſtitmie Lelow, 

The prize of beatenly beauty to beſtow 3 

Corterding (oddefſes appeal to you, 

Decide their firife 5 Hefpake, and up he flew. 

Then bo'der grown, Ithrow my fears away, 

And every ons with curious eyes ſurvey, 


Each | 
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Wo 


1de, 'Fach of 'em merited the Victory, 


ling 


Air, 


ach | 


And I their doubtful Judge was griev'd to [c0, ; 


That one muſt have it, when delerv'd by three. 


But yet that one there was which moſt prevail'd, 


| . . : 3h, 
And with more pow'rful Charms my heart atlaird, 


Ah! would you know who thus my breaſt could 
move 2? | 

Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love ? 

With mwghty bribes they all for Conqueſt ſtrive, 

Juno will Empires, Pallas Valour give, 

Whilſt I ſtand doubting which I ſhould prefer, 

Empires ſoft eaſe, or glorious toils of War 3 

But Ferns gently ſmil'd, and thus ſhe ſpake, 

theyre dangerous gifts, O do wot, do not take ! 

Pll make Thee Lowe's intmortal pleaſures know, 

And Joys that in full tides for ever flow, 

For, if you Judge the Conqueſt to be mine, 

Fair Leda's fairer Daughter ſhall be thine. 

She ſpake 3 and I gave her the conqueſt due, 

Both to her Beauty, and her gitt of you. 


Mean 
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Mean while (my angry Stars more gentle grown) { 
I am acknowledg'd Royal Priarr's Son, 
All the glad Court, all. Trey does celebrate, 
With a new Feſtiva], my change of Fate, 
And as I now languiſh and die for thee, 
So did the Beauties of all Troy for me. 
You 1n full pow'r over a heart do reign, 
For which a thouſand Virgins fighd in vain : 
Nor did Queens only fly tomy imbrace, 
But Nymphs of form, divine, and heavenly race: 
| Bi T all their Loves with cold diſdain repreſt, 
f . * KSnce hopes of you firſt fir'd my longing breaſt. 


Your charming formall day my fancy drew, 


And when night came, my dreams wereall of you. 
What pleaſures then muſt you your {clf impart, 
Whoſe ſhadows only fo ſurpriz'd my heart 7 
And oh ! how did I burn approaching nigh, 
Ihat was fo ſcorch'd by fo remote a fire! 

For now no Jonzer could my hopes refrain 
From cking their with'd Objet through the main. 

[ 
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own) 1 fell the ſtately Pine, and every Tree 


acc. 


YOU, 


That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Sea, 
Fetch'd from Gargariaz Hills, tall FirsI cleave, 
And 14z naked to the winds I leave, 

Stiff Oaks I bend, and ſolid Planks | form, 
And every Ship with well-knit ribs I arm. 

To the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers joyn, 
And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine. 
But on my Ship does only Vers ſtand 

With little Cupid {miling 1n her hand, 2 
Guide of the way ſhedid her ſelf command. 5 
My Fleet thus rigg'd, and all my thoughts on thee, 


Hong to plow the vaſt /Egear Sea, 


My anxious Parents my deſires withſtand, 
And both with pious tears my ſtay command : 
Caſſandra too, with looſe diſheveÞd hair, 

Juſt as our haity Ships to ſail prepare, 


* Full of Prophetick fury cries aloud, 


AN. | 


O whither ftcers my Brother throngh the flood 2 
Little, 
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Litth, ah ! little doſt thou know or heed 
To what a raging fire theſe waters lead. 


True where her fears, and in my breaſt IT feel 


Yet out I ſail, and favour'd by the wind, 


d 
f 
d 
The ſcorching flames her fury did foretel. 1 
[ 
On your bleſt Shore my wiſh'd for haven find; I 

\ 


Yourtusband then,ſo Heav*n,kind Heav*n ordains 


In his own Houſe his Rival entertains. = 

Shews me whate're in Sparta do's delight 

The curious Travellers enquiring fight : 

But I, who only long'd to gaze on you, 

Could taſt no pleafure mn the idle ſhew. 

But at thy ſight ; oh ! where was then my heart ! 

Out from my breaſt it gave a ſudden ſtarr, 4 

Sprung forth and met half way the fatal dart. 
Such or leſs charming was the Queen of Love, 

When with her Rival Goddefles ſhe ſtrove. 

But, Faircſt, hadſt thou come among the three, | 


Even fhethe prize muſt have refign'd to thee. 


Your 


 —— 


el] 


ans 
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_ Beauty is the only Theme of Fame, 


PARIS 0 HELENA. n12e 


—_ 


| And all the World ſounds with fair Helez's name 3 


Nor lives there ſhe whom pride it ſelf can raife 
Toclaim with you an equal ſhare of praiſe - 


Do I ſpeak falſe ? rather report do's lo, . : 


Detracting from you in a praiſe too low. 


More here I find than that could ever tell, 


_ *$0 much your Beauty does your fame excell. 


Well then might Theſexs, he who all things knew. 
Think none was worthy of his Thett but you 

I this bold theft admire ; but wonder mores 

He ever would ſo dear a prize reſtore : 

Ah! would thefe hands have ever Jet you go? 


Orcould I live and be divorc'd from you ? 


'No ; ſoonerlI with life it (If could part, 
' Than e'refee you torn from my bleeding heart. 


- But could I do as he, and give you back, 


' Yet ſure ſome taſte of Love firſt would take, 


Would firſt in all your blooming excellence 


.| And Virgins ſweets feaſt my luxurious ſenſe 3 


Or 
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Or if you would not let rhat treafurc go, 


Kiſſes at leaſt you ſhould, you would beſtow, ( 


And let me ſmell the flow'r as it did grow. 
Come then into my longing arms, and try 

My laſting, fix'd, Eternal conſtancy, 
Which never till my funeral pile ſhall waſt z 
My preſent fire {ha]] mingle with my laſt. 
Scepters and Crowns for you I did difdain, 
With which great Jw2o tempted me in vain. 


And when bright Pallas did her bribes prepare, 


One ſoft imbrace from you did prefer 

To Courage, ſtrength, and all the Pomp of War. 
Nor (hall I ever think my choice was ill, 
My judgment's ſettled, and approves it ſtill. 
Do you but grant my Hopes may prove as true 
As they were plac'd above all things but you. 


I am, as well as you, of Heavenly race, 
Nor will my Birth your mighty line diſgrace, 
Pleias and Jove, our Noble Lineage Head, 


And them a race of God-like Kings ſucceed. 
All 
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C All Aſra's Scepters to my Father bow, 
' And half the ſpacious Eaſthis power allow 3 
| There you ſhall ſee the Houſes rooft with Gold, 


" And Temples glorious as the Gods they hold. 


Troy you ſhall ſee, and divine Walls admire, 
Built to the Conſort of Apolls's Lyre. 

What need I the vaſt floud of people tell, 

T hat over its wide banks do's almoſt {well ? 

You ſhall gay troops of Phrzgiar Matrons meet, 
And 17gjaz Wives ſhining 1n every ſtreet. 

How often then will you your ſelf confeſs 

The emptineſs and poverty of Greece ? 


How often will you ſay, one Pallace there 


_ Contains more wealth than do whole Cities here? 


For whereſoe're your Lite began its race 


| I ſpeak not this your Sparta to diſgrace, C 


| Muſt be to me the happieſt, deareſt place. 


"Yet Sparta's poor; and you that ſhould be dreſt 


_ In all the Riches of the ſhining Eaſt, 


All 


Should 
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Should underſtand how ill that ſordid place 


Suits with the beauty of your charming face. 


That tace with coſtly dreſs and rich attire 


Should ſhine, and make the gazing world admire; 
When you the Habit of my Trojans ſee, | 
What, think ye, muſt that of their Ladies be ? 
Oh / then be kind, fair 'Spartar, nor diſdain 

A Trojan 1n your bed to entertain. 

He was a 1r0jar, and of our great line, 

T hat to the Gods do's mix immortal Wine; 
Tithonus too, whom to her roſie bed 

The Goddek of the Morning blulhing led : 

So was Anchijes of our Ir<an race, 

ll Yet Vers (e&lt to his defir'd imbrace. 

| With all her train of little Loves,did flie, 

! And in his arms lcarn'd for a while to lie. j 
Nor dol think that Merelaus can 


Compar'd with me, appear the greater Man. 


Eme ſure my Father never made the Sun : 
With frighted Stecds from his dire banquet run : |: 
Nop 


FM 
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> No Grand-father of mine is ſtain'd with blood, 
" Or with his Crime names the Myrtoan flood. 


| None of our race do's in the Stygian Lake 


| Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants pow'r to take. 
© But ſtay; fince You with ſuch a Husband joyn, 
.> + Your Father Joveis forc'd to grace his Line. 
He (Gods!) a wretch unworthy of thoſe charms, 
- Do'sall the Night lie melting in your arms, 
” Do's every minute to new joys improve, 
" And riots in the luſcious ſweets of Love, 
| 1 but at Table one ſhort view can gain, 
| Andthat too, only to increaſe my pain : 
© O may fuch Feaſts my worſt of Foes attend, 
As ofteuT ar your ſpread Table find, 
” Tloathw y food when my tormented eye 
| Sees his rude hand mn your ſoft boſom lie, 
- Iburſt with envy when I him behold 
; Your tender limbsin his looſe robe 1nfold. 


, When he your lips with melting kifles ſeal'd, 


| Before my eyes I the large goblet held, 
K When 
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When you with him in ſtrict embraces cloſe, 
My hated meat to my dry'd Palat grows. 
Oft have ſigh'd, then ſigh'd again to ſee 
That figh with ſcornful ſmiles repaid by thee. 
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Oft I with Wine would quench my hot deſire 
In vain ; forſol added fire to fire. 

Ott have Iturn'd away my head in vain, 

You ſtraight recall'd my longing eyes again. 
What ſhall I do # your ſports with grict I ſee, 
But *tisa greater, not to look on T hee, 

With all my Art I {trive my flames to hide, 
Butthrough the thin diſguiſe they are deſcry'd. | 
Too well, alas ! my wounds to you are known, | 
And O that they wereſo to you alone! | 
How oft turn I my weeping eyes away, | 
Leſt he the cauſe ſhould ask, and I betray ? 


What tales of Love tell I when warm'd with Wane, 


Woe ER LT 1, 4 
. XS * 


To your dear face applying every line. 
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my Fe, : 
EY FF. 


In borrow'd names I my own paſhion ſhew, *: 
They the feign'd Lovers are, butI the true. 6 
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= Sometimes more freedom in diſcourſe to gain, 
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For my excule I drunkenneſs would feign. 
Once I remember your looſe Garment fell, 


And did your naked, ſwelling breaſts reveal, 


/ Breaſts white as ſnow, or the falſe down of Jore, 


When to your Mother the kind Swar made Love! 
Whilſt with the ſight ſurpriz'd I gazing ſtand, 
The cup 1 held, dropt from my careleſs hand. 
If you your young Hermione but kiſs, 
Straight from her lips I ſnatch the envy'd blils. 
Son:ctmes ſupimely laid, Love-ſongs I ſing 
And wafled kifſes from my fingers ſling. 
Your Women to my aid I try to move 

With all the pow'rful Rhetorick of Love, 

But they, alas ! ſpeak nothing but deſpair, 
And in the mid{t leave my neglected Prayer. 
Oh ! that by ſome great prize voit might be won, 
And your poſleſiton might the Victor Crown: 
As Pelops his Hippodamia won, 


> Then had you ſcen what Ifor you had done, 


K 2 


m— 
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But now I've nothing left to do but pray, 
And my «lf proſtrate at your feet to lay. 

O thou, thy Houlcs Glory, brighter far 

Than thy two ſhining Brothers friendly Star ? 
O worthy of the Bed of Heav'ns great King, 
If ought ſo fair but from himſclf could ſpring / 
Either with thee I back to Troy will fly, 

Or here a wretched baniſh'd Lover die. 


With no {light wound my tender breaſt does ſmart, : 


i 1 My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart 3 
I find my Siſter true did Propheſte, 


T with a Heavenly dart ſhould wounded die ; 


Dcſpite not then a Love by Heaven deſign'd, 

SO may the Gods ſtill to your Vows be kind. 
Much I could ſay, but what, will beſt beknown 

In your apartment when we are alone. 

You bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious dread, 

Fear to dchile the Sacred Marriage Bed : 

Ah! Helez, can you then ſo ſimple be, 

To think ſuch Beauty can from faults be free 

Or 


vn. 


r 
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- Or changethat face, or you muſt needs be kind, 


| Beauty and Vertue ſeldom have been joyn'd. 


Jove and bright Venus do our thefts approve, 
Such thefts as theſe gave you your Father Jove 
And it in-you ought of your Parents laſt, 

Can Jove and Leda's Daughter well be chaſt ? 
Yet then be chaſt when we to Troy ſhall go; 


; (For ſhe who ſins with one alone, is ſo. ) 
art, | 


But let us now 1njoy that pleaſing (in, 


' Then Marry and be innocent agen. 


Ev'n your own Husband doth the ſame perſwade, 


- Sllent himſelf, yet all his ations plead - 


For me they plead, and he, good man, becauſe 
He'll ſpoil no ſport, officiouily withdraws. 

Had he no other time to viſit Crete? 

Oh ! How prodigious is a Husbands Wat ! 


. He went, and as he went, he cry'd, My Dear, 


Inſtead of me, you of our Gueſt take care. 


But you forget your Lord's Commandl ſee, 


; Nor take you any care of Love or me. 


K 3 And 
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And think you ſuch a thing as he do's know j 
The treaſure that he holds in holding you ? 
No, did he underſtand but halt your charms ; 
He durſtnot truſt em ina ſtrangers arms. 

If neither his nor my requeſt can move, 

We're forced by Opportunity to Love 

We ſhould be fools, evengreater fools than he. 
Should ſo ſecurea time unaGive be. 

Alone theſe tedious winter nights you lie 

In a cold widow'd bed, and fo do I. 


Let mutual joys, our willing bodies joyn, 


That happy night ſhall the mid-day out-ſhine. 
Then wwll I ſwear by all the Pow'rs above, 

And in their awful preſence ſcal my Love. 

Zhenif my wiſhes may aſpire fo high, 

{ with our flight (hall win you to comply 3 

But if nice Honour little ſcruples frame, 
Theforce T'll uſe ſhall vindicate your fame, 

Of Trejeus and your Brothers I can learn, 

No precedents fo nearly you concern , 


You 
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F You Theſens, they Lencippus Daughter ſtole. 


e P11 be the fourth in the illuſtrious roll. 

Is; Well man'd, well arnrd for you my Fleet do'sſtay., 
And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 
Through Troy's throng'd ſtreets you ſhall 1n tri- 

umph go, 

1e,  Adord as ſome new Goddets here below. 


Where Cre you tread , Spices and Gums ſhall 
{moak, 

And Victims fall beneath the fatal ſtroke. 

My Father, Mother, all the joytul Court, 

All Troy to you with preſents ſhall reſort. 

Alas! 'tis nothing what I yet have ſaid, 

What there yow'll find, ſhall what I write exceed. 

Nor fear, leſt War purſue our haſty flight, 
And angry Greece ſhould all her force unite. 
' What ravithd Maid did ever VVars regain ? 
Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vain. 
The Thraciars Orithya ſtole from far, 
Yet Thrace ne'r heard the noiſe of following V Var. 
K 4 Jaſon 
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Jaſon too ſtole away the Colchian Maid, 
Yet Colchos did not Theſſaly invade. 


He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadne too, 

Yet Mzzos did not with all Crete purſue. 

Fear 1n theſe caſes than the danger's more, 

And when the threatning tempeſt once is o're, 
Our ſhame's then greater than our fear before. 

But ſay from Greece a threatned War purſue, 
Know I have ſtrength and wounding weapons too. 
In Men and Horſe more numerous than Greece 
Our Empire is, nor in its compals leſs. 


Nor do's your Husband Paris oughtexcel 


In generous courage or in Martial skill. 


Ev*n but a Boy from my {lain Foes gain'd | | 


My ſtollen Herd, and a new Name attain'd ; 
Ev'n then o'rcome by mel cou'd produce 


Deipholus and great llionens. 


Nor hand to hand moretohbe fear'd am T, 
Than when from far my certau. \rrowsfly. 


You 
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* You for his youth can no ſuch aGions feign, 


| Nor can he e're my- envy*d skill attain, 


4 But could he, HeFor's your ſecurity, 
| And he alone an Army is to me. 

| You know me not, nor the hid Proweſs find 

| Of him that Heav'n has for your bed defign'd. 


Either no War from Greece ſhall follow thee, 


| Orif it do's, ſhall be repelF'd by me. 


* Nor think I fear to fight forſuch a Wite, 


1 That prize would give the Coward's courage life. 


| All after ages ſhall your fame admire, 


| It you alone ſet the whole world on fire. 


” To Sea, to Sca, while allthe Gods are kird, 


And all I promiſe, you in Troy ſhall find. 


(138) 
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By the Right Honourable the 
 Eaxt of MULGRAVE, 


AND 


Mr. DRY DEXN. 


— ._—_— 


The ARGUMEN T. 


Helen, having received the foregoing Epiſile fron 
Paris » relurns the following Anſwer : Wherein 
ſhe ſeems at firſt to chide him for his Preſump- 
tion in Writine , as he had done, which could 
enly proceed from his low Opinion of her Ferine: 
then owns her ſelf to be - ſenſible of the Paſſwn , 
which he had expreſſed for her, tho ſhe mmch ju if 
ped his Conſtancy 5 and at laſt diſcovers her In-P 
clinations to 5 fa wonrable to 2, The whole Lt 
ter ſhewing the extreant artifice of Woman-kind. 


Hen looſe Epiſtles violate Chalt Eyes, 
| She halt Conſents, who filently denies: 


How | 


OW 
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[ How dares a ſtranger with deſigns ſo vain, 
f Marriage and Hoſpitable Rights prophane ? 
| Was it for this, your Fate did ſhelter find 


” From ſwelling Seas and every faithleſs wind # 


(For tho a diſtant Country brought you forth, 
Your uſage here was equal to your worth.) 
Does this deſerve to be rewarded ſo ? 
Did you come herea Stranger, or a Foe ? 
Your partial Judgment may perhaps complain 3 
And think me barbarous for my juſt diſdain 3 
Ill-bred then let me be, but not unci:iſt, 
Nor my clear fame with any ſpot defac'd - 
Tho in my face there's no affeQted Frown, 
Norin my Carriage a feignd niceneſs ſhown, 
I keep my Honour ſtill without a ſtain, 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your boldneſs I with admiration ſee 
What hope had you to gain a Queen like me ? 
Becauſe a Hero forc'd me once away, 
Am [ thought fit to be a ſecond prey ? 

Had 
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Had I been won, I had deſerv'd your blame, 
But ſure my part was nothing but the ſhame : 
Yet thebaſe theft to him no fruit did bear, 

I ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear. 


p—_—_ 


Rude force might ſome unwilling Kiſſes gain, 
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| 
But that was all heever could obtain. | 
You on ſuch terms would ne'r have let me go, 
Were helike you, we had not parted fo, 


Untouch'd the Youth reſtor'd me to my Friends, 


And modeſt uſage made me ome amends. 

*Tis vertue to repent a vicious deed; 

Did he repent that Paris might ſucceed? 
Sure *tis ſome Fate that ſets me above wrongs, 
Yet ſtill expoſes me to buſte tongues. 


TF;1 not complain, for who's diſpleas'd with Love, 


Tf it ſincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove ? 
But that I fear 3 not that I think you baſe, 
Or doubt.the blooming beauties of my face, 
Bur all your Sex is ſubje& to deceive, 


And ours alas, too willing to believe. 


Yet 


ce 


HELEN PARIS. 11 


Ten 


DO ———— 


 Yetothers yield : and Love orecomes the beſt, 


But why ſhould I not ſhineabove the reſt? 
| Fair Leda's Story ſeems at firſt to be 

F A fit example ready found for me; 

| But ſhe was Couſen'd by a borrow'd ſhape, 

| And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape- 

| If I ſhould yield, what reaſon could I uſe ? 


” By what miſtake the Loving Crimeexcuſe ? 


Her fault wasin her pow'rfull Lover loſt, 


* But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt ? 


Tho? you to Reroes, and to Kings ſucceed 
} , 


Our Famous Race does no addition need, 
| Andgreat Alliances but uſclcſs prove 


* To one that's come her ſelf from mighty Fore. 


Gothen and boaſt in ſome leſs haughty place, 


Your Phrygian Blood, and Priamr's ancient Race, 


f Which I wou'd ſhew I valu'd, if I durſt; 
. Youare the fifth from Jcve, but I the firſt. 


| The Crown of Troy is powrful I confeſs, 


But I have reaſon to think ours no leſs. 


| 
Your 


L 
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"I Letter fill'd with promiſes of all 
That Men can good, and Women pleaſant, call ; 


Gives expeCation ſuch an ample ficld, 


Iona þ 
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As wou'd move Goddefles themſelves to yield. 
But if Icre offend great Juno's Laws, 

Your ſelf ſhall be the dear, the only cauſe ; 
Either my Honour Tl} to death maintain, 
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Or follow you, without mean thoughts of gain. |; 
Not that fo fair a Preſent I deſpiſe. 
We like the Gift, when we the giver prize. 


But *ris your Love moves me, which made you take F 


Such pains, and run ſuch hazards for my ſake; } 
[ have perceiv'd (though I diflembled too) 
A thouſand things that Love has made you do : 


=_ * Fan y 


Your eager Eyes would almoſt dazle mine, 

In which (wild man) your wanton thoughts 
wou'd ſhine, 

Sometimes you'd figh, ſometimes diſorder'd ſtand, 


And with unuſual ardor, preſs my hand 3 | 
Con- | 


HELEN # PARIS. 14.3 


—_—  ——— — 
RAR 


| Contrive juſt after me to take the Glaſs, 
1 | Nor wou'd you let the leaſt occaſion paſs, 
| Which oft I fear'd, I did not mind alone, 
- Þ and bluſhing ſate for things which you have done: 
* Then murmur'd to my ſclf, he'll for my ſake 
| Do any thing; Ihope:twas no miſtake : 
” Oft have I read within ihis plealing Grove, 
| Under my Name thoſe Charming words, 1 Loze, 
I frowning, ſeem'd not to believe your Flame, 


# But now, alas, am cometo write the ſame. 


ke 


Tf I were capable to do amiſs, 

| Tcould not but be ſenſible of this, 

| For oh! your Facehas ſuch peculiar charms, 
| That who can hold from flying to your arms ? 


But whatl ne'r can have without offence, 


—— 


May ſome bleſt Maid pofleſs with innocence, 
Pleaſure may tempt, but vertue more ſhould move, 


d, | O learn of me to want the thing you Love. 


"WTO 


What you deſire is ſought by all mankind : 


1- | As you have eyes, ſo othersare not. blind, 


Like 
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Like you they ſee, like you my charms adore, 


They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more} 


\ 


Oh ! had you then upon our Coaſts been broughth 


My Virgin Love, when thouſand Rivals ſought, Þ 
You had Iſcen, you ſhould have had my voice; ; 
Nor could my Husband juſtly blame my Choice 


For both our hopes, alas you come too late! | ] 


Y 


Another now 1s Maſter of my Fate. 


Po ren 
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More to my wilh Icou'd have liv'd with you, 1 
And yet my preſent lot can undergo. | 
Ceaſe to ſolicit a weak Woman's will. F 
And urge not her you Love, to ſomuch 1! Tz 


But Ict me live contented as I may, ; 
And make not my unſpotted fame your prey. | 
Some Right you claim, ſince naked to your eyes | / 
Three Goddeſles diſputed Beauties prize. \ 
One offer'd Valour, tr other Crowns, but ſhe | ; 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me. | 
But firſt I am not of belief ſo light, F 
To think ſuch Nymphs wou'd ſhew you ſucha ſight. þ 1 
Yet 
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> | Yer granting this, the other part is feign'd : 
Ore i A Bribe ſo mean, your fentence had nor gain'd. 


12bty Wirh vartial eyes T ſnou'd my {colt -regard, 


bt, Þ To think that Ferys made me her reward : 


— 


ef Ihumbly am content with human praijje z 
oice} A Goddeſs's applauſe wou'd envy raile : 


! ÞF Butbe tt as you ſay, fortis confeſt, 


: The %!en, whoflater higheit, pleaſe us beſt, 

| That 1 ſafpc@ it, ought not to dilpleaſe 3 

| For Viiracles are not behev'd with eaſe. 

| One joy I have, that I had Veins voice; 
 Agreater yet, that you confirm'd her Choices 


That proffer'd Laurcls, promis'd Sov*raignty, 


Jzro tid Pallgs you contend fer me. 
oy Am Tyour Empire then, and your renown? 


 Whathezrtof Rock bat muſt by this be won £2 


BH 


And yet bear witneſs, O you Pow'rs above, 
How rude I am 1a allthe Arts of Love! 
| My hand js yet untaugat to write to men; 
zMtF This is th Eflay of my un practis'd pen: 


Yet | | I. Hap 
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Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom uſe has perfe& made; : 
I think all Crime, and tremble at a ſhade. , 
Evn whileI write, my fearful conſcious eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a ſurprize, | 
For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, ; 
At Court in whiſpers, but in Town aJoud : | 
Diſlemble you, what cre you hear *em ſay 5 5 | 
To leave off Loving wcre your better way, 
Yet if you will diflemble it you may. | 
Love ſecretly : the abſence of my Lord, | 
More freedom gives, but does not all afford : 
Long 1s his Journey, long will be hisſtay ; 
Call'd by affairs of Conſequence away. 
To go or not, when unreſolv'd he ſtood, 
I bid him make what ſwift return he cou'd : 
Then Kitiing me, he ſaid Irecommend 
All to thy Care, but moſt my Trojan Friend. 
1 imil'd at what he innocently ſaid, 
Ard only anfwerd, you {hall be obey'd. 
Pro- 


b 


J- 
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Propitious winds have born him far from hence, 
But let not this ſecure your confidence, 
Abfeat he is, yet abſcat he Commands, 
You know the Proverb, Primes have lone bands. 
My Famc's my burthen, for the more Fmpraigd 3 
A juſter ground of jealouſicis rais'd. 
Werel Iefs fair, I might bave bzen more bleſt : 
Great Beauty through great danger is potic{t, 
To leave me here his venture was not hard, 
Bucauſe be thought my vertuc was my Guard. 
He fear'd my Face, but trofted to my Life, 
The B-.auty doubtcd, but belicv'd the Wite : 
Youbid me uſe th' occation while TI can, 
Fu: in our hands by the good eatte Man. 
I wou'd, and yet Idoubrt, *twizt Love and far. 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
Our flames are mutual : and my Husband's gone, 
The nights are long ; I tcar to lie alone. 
One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 
And youre too prefing to be long denied : 

L 2 = 
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Let me not live, but every thing conſpires 


To jovn our Loves, and yct my fear retires. N 
You court with words, when you ſhou'd force in-p 
1 1 242 (p:oy, y 
A Rape is requiſite to ſhame-fac'd joy. & 
Indulgent to the wrongs which we reccive, | , v 
Our Sex can ſuficr what we dare not give. A 
What havel ſaid! for both ofus 'twere beſt, '1 


Our kindling fires, if cach of us ſuppreſt. 

4 he Faith of Strangers 1s too prone to change, 
And like themſclves, their wandring Paſlttons range, FT 
Fiypfipyle, and the fond 241;r04an NViaid, | E 
Where bothby truſting of their Gueſts betray'd. 1 
How can I doubt that other men dcceive, 
When you your IF did fair OEzore leave? | 
But Icſt T{ſhou'd upbraid your treachery, 


You make a mcrit of that Crime tome : 


A 
( 
[ 
\ 
Yet grant you were to faithful love incln'd, 1 
Your weary Trojans wait but for wind. | 
Shou'd you prevail while I aſſign the night, Y 
Your Sails are hoyſted, and you take your firghts Þ / 


Some 


102- EButT with you may leave the Spartan Port, \ 
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Some bawling Mariner our Love deſtroys, 


And breaks aſunder our unfiniſh'd joys. [ 
1 


| "ls 
: Fo view the Trojan Wenith, and Priam's Court, 


Shown while I ſce, I hall cxpoſe my Fame : 
And fill a forcign Country with iny ſhame. 

In Aſia what reception ſhall i find ? 

And what diſhonour leave in Greece behind 2 

' What will your Brothers, Priaz, Heonba, 

And what will all your mock. ſt Matrons ſay ? 
'Ev'n you, when on this action you retlect, 

| My future Conduct juſily may ſuſpc&: 

| And what er Sc: anger Lands upon your Coalt, 

| Conclude me, by your own example, loſt. 

| I from your rage, a Strumpet's Name {hail hear, 
| While you forget, what part in it you bear. 
You my Crimes Author, will my Crime npbraid ; 
Deep under ground, Oh let me firſt be laid ! 
 Youboaſt the Pompand Plenty of your Land, | 
And promiſe all ſhall be at my Command 3 


b, 2 Your 


> 
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Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, I deſpiſe ; 
My own poor Native Land has dearer tics. 
Shou'd I be injur'd on your Phrigian Shore, 
What help of Kindred cou'dI there implore? 
Medea was by Jaſons flaii'ry won : 


I may lice her bclieve and be undone. 


Piain honeſt hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no cheat; | 


Anl1 Love contributes to its own deccit. 
The Ship 


With gentle Winds were waited from the Shore. 


vs about whoſe 

Your tecming Metker dreamt a flaming Brand 
Sprung from her Womb corſim'd the 1rejar 

Land. 

To iccond this, old Prophecies contpire, 

That [nm fall be burnt with Crirazar fire © 

Both give me fear, nor is ir much allay'd, 

That cas is oblic 


ty who loſt their Canſe, revenge will take, 


'd onr Loves to aid. 


we) 
®, 
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r one fricnd two Encmics you make. 
Nor 


fives loud Tempeſts roar, | 


> 


—_ — 


HELEN 7 PARTS. ISI 


_— 


Nor can 1 doubt, but ſhou'd I follow you, 


The Sword wou'd ſoon our fatal Crime purſue : 


A wrong ſo great my Husband's Rage wou'd 


Tr þ 


rouze, 
And my Relations wou'd his Cauſe cſpoule. 
You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but alas ! 


Your words reccive ſinall credit from your Face, 


' Let Heroes inthe Duſty field delight, 


Thoſe Limbs were faſhion'd for another fight, 

£id HeGor ſally from the Walls of Tro, 

A ſweeter quarrel ſhowd your arms 1mploy. 

Yet fears like theſe, ſhowd not my mind perplex, 
Were as wile as many of my Sex. 

But time and you, way bolder thoughts inſpire; 
And I pcrhaps may yicld to your cclire, 

You laſt demand a private Conference, 

Theſe are your words, Burt I can ghcfs your ſenſe. 
Your unripe hopes their harveſt muſt attend : 

Be Rul'd by me, and time may be your fricnd. 


4 T his 
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I his 18 enough to let you underſtand, 
For now my Pcn bas tir'd my tender hand : 
My Woman knows the ſccret of my heat, 


And may hereafter better news impart, 
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The ARGUMEN T. 

ite Rape of HEclen kaving carricd all the Grecian 
Princes to the Sicge of Troy 5 Ulyſles amengſt the 
reſt, there fgnaliz'd his manhood and prudence par- 
ticularly, But the Siege at an end, and he not re- 
inrning with ihe other Captains, Penelope ſeirds 
this Þetter in queſt of hint, She bad rendred her 
ſelf as dejerredly farms on ker part by vef:fting all 
the while the impertunity of her Suitors with an un- 
uſral conſtarcy and fidelity. She complans 10 U- 
Iyiles of their carriage , fb: Ihewiſe tel's him her 
apprehenſicns ard fears for him during the War, 
and frace z, acquaints kim with ihe ill poſture of his 
Family through kis abſence, and deſires him to ha- 
ſten home as the only means to ſet all richt again. 


CI SD 


O Your Penelope at length break kome, 
Send no cxcult, nor ſtay to write, but come. 
Our 
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Our trouble long, 1roz, docs not hold you now; 


Nor twenty Troy's were-worth all this ado. 


Wow'd ſome juſt ſtorm and raging Seas had} 


drown'd 
The Rufhan, when for Lacedemon bound 3 
I ſhould not then of tedions days complain, 
Nor cold a nights and comfortleſs have lay'n : 
Nor ſhould this pains to paſs the evenings take, 
And work, and weave ev*n till my fingers ake. 
I always fear'd worle dangers than the true, 
( Asalways Love unquict fears purſuc ) 
Fancy'd thee by tierce Trojans compalt round, 
And Hcfo”s name ſtill ſtruck me to the ground, 
When told of Nejor's Son, by Hedor lain, 
Sircight Ae/iors Son rouz'd all my fears again, 
When tor his ſham how dear Patroclus paid : 
I wept to find that wit no better ſped, 
{cepoleamis by 1rojan jrechn Lall'd, 
Tiirough all my veins an icy terror 41:1 d, 
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Whatever Grecks miſcarry'd in the fray, 


I fainted, and fell ( well nigh ) dead as they. 


Heaven for chaſt Love has better fate in (ore, 


| My Husband lives, and {roy is now no more. 


Our Captains well return'd, each Altar tiames, 


And Temples all Barbarian Booty crams + 


For their ſafe Loves the women Ofirings bring. 


| and Trojan Fates by ours defeated ſing. 


All ſtand amaz'd to hear, both old and young, - 
And liſtening Wives upon their Hnsbands hung. 
Some on the Table draw each bloudy fight, 

And ſpilling Winethe wholeſad 1/;ad write, 
Thais $727075, that the Sigear Land, 

And there did Priams lofty Palace ſtand. 


Here Skulkt © hes, there 4chiles dar'd, 


There He&or torn, the foaming Horſes ſcar'd. 
All did Old Neſtor to your Son explain 5 

To ſcek you ſent, who told me all again. 

Your Sword how Doloz, no, nor Rhejus ſcap'd, 
Eanter'd the one, this taken as he napp'd. 
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Fool-hardy you, and us remembring ill, 

Nightly amidſt thoſe Thrariar Tents to ſtcal, 

There numbers ſlay, one oncly aiding thee, 

Thou haſt been wiſc, and would'ft have thought 
ON me. 

Still pantT, told, how all intriamph brave, 

Round your [ricnds Camp thote Thracian Steeds 
you drave. 

But what avails it me that Troy did yield, 

And by your Prowefs, the Town ts now a Ficld” 

As when Troy ſtood, I ſiill remain alone, 

Treffc& continues, though the cauſcis gone. 

To others fack'd, to only me upheld, 

Ev'n whilſt it lies by Cree abiders till'd, 

For Priars Towers, now lotty Corn appears, 

And Phryjg:an blond a pond'rous harveſt rears. 

No Houſe remains, nought of a 1rojar found, 

Unleſs you dig their bones from under gronnd. 

Where art thouConqueror?what detains thee Now? 


Or may not I your new Atchicy'ments know 9 
What- 
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| What-ever Skipper hither come a ſhore, 

 Forthee I ask, and as him o're and o're 3 

| Nor parts he, till 1 ſcrible half a Sheer, 

To give thee, ſhould you ever chance to meet, 

We ſent to Pzlos Neſtors ancient ſcat, 

From Pjlos we no certain rydings gat : 

To Sparta font, the Spartuzs nothing know, 

What courſc you {icer, nor where you wander 

OW. 

| Wou'd thoſe ſame God-built Walls were ſtanding 

(Now I repcnt thatere I with'd 'emll ) ( fill, 

Then where thou fought(t, 1 ſurely ſhould have 
learn'd, | 

Nor ſave for War, tze common grievance,mourn'd. 

Now, what I know not, all I madly fear, 

And a wide ficId lies open to my care. 

By Sea, or Land whatever dangers f\way, 

Thoſe T ſuſpett the Cauſes of your ſtay. 

Whilſt thasl fimiply muſe, whoknows your mind, 

Pcrhaps abroad ſome other Love you find : 


. Per- 
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Perhaps to her your dowdy Wite define, 


Who knows no more,fo that her Cupboards ſhine 


< | 
No; vaniſh jcalous thonghts nor fright me more, 


He wou'd be with me, were it in his power. 
My Sire would force me from my Widows Bed, 
Blames my delay,and chides,and ſhakes his head, 
Let him chide on, yours ſtill, yours only, T, 
Penelope, Ulyſſes Wife will die. 

Yet by my Chaſt deſires, and vertue bent, 

His temper does a little now relcnt. 

From Crete and Samos, Rhodes and Zamnt ct ont, 
To Court mc come a wild unruly rout ; 

Who revel inyour houſe without controul, 

And cat,and waſte your mcans,our bloud and Soul, 
Or Medon, Polzbus, Pijander, tcl! | 
Eurgmaibus, alas, why ſbould I tcll ? 

With many more, you (ſadly out oth, way 
Feed here, and on your ſublicnce let 'em prey. 
The Beggar {rns, and that Goat-herd Clown, 
Adelanchins range and rummage up and down. 
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So kept your houſe, ſuch ſtout defenders we, 


A helpleſs Wife, old Man, and little Boy. 
Whom late by treach'ry we had well nigh loſt, 


Gainſt all our mindsas he to Pz7es croſt, 


But Keavens preſerve him till he die 1n courſe, 


| Having firſt cios'd mine eyes, and alſo yours. 


Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind, and Hogherd pray 3 


| True Servants all, and fairhful incheir way, 


 Difarni'd by age, Laertes is not fit, 


Amidſt theſe Bullies to maintain your right, 
Age, if he lives , Telemachus may bring 

To ſtrength, but yet he needs his Fathers wing. 
I, whatam I? Alas my helpt1s ſmall, 

Come you the ſtrength and ſafety of us all, 

90 may your Son in vertuous Arts increaſe, 

So many the Old Laertes die in peace, 

Who in my Bloom did at your parting mourn, 


L wither'd grow, in waiting your return, 
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The ARGUMEN T. 
The Dejire of gairirg the Golden Þlcece, pat Jalan 


por a Voyage {9 Coichus, In his paſfeee , il 
fiep'd at tte yu of Le 'mNO0s, Of kich pluck 
Hy plips le was then rect, famed | for ker prewt 


fteing of Fer Faulw Thoas ; 71 4 eeneral Mat. 


fare of the Micw there by the Women -H thal 


Canmiry, Her Ertertain mort of Walon fo kind, 
as induced kint to ff dy there io nears , at tis 


end of witch te left the Iſland, aid the Ween | 


the tio with Child 3) and afier a thoujaris 


Vors of Cer; taucy , ard a ſpeedy "relurn , purine 


kis / Mff anicnat edt Vojage, and arrives at Colches, 


wc {tc ta was Kire, Medca bis Dancterf 


fells drerh in 1Lovewith Jaſon, and by her Charms 
te gd Hh tle Gelder Fleece : \ web whit and 
Micuca, Le jurcit; fails 2 pee to Viedth ily. typ 
fiv1 tc kearing of bus Landing with her more happy 
Rial Mcdua, wriics hint this Epiftie, 


Aden, they ſay, with Jiors Golden Prize, 
Proud Areo in Thefi#i4s Harbour lies 
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I would congratulate your ſafe return 3 
| But from your pen I ſhould that ſafety learn. 
| When from my {lighted Coaſt you boreaway, 
Spight of the winds 3 you ſhow'd leſs Faith, than 
They. 
If 'twas too much t' enjoy my deareſt Lord, 
Gre I deſerved one Line, one tender word. 
Why did Fame fir{t,and not their Conqueror,ſhow, 
How Wars Fierce God faw his tam'd Bulls at 
Plough. C£ill 
How th Earth-born Warriours roſc, and how they 
| By their own Swords, without your Conquering 
ſtecl. 
How 1n your Charms the fetter'd Dragon lay, 
| Whibſt your bold hand bore the curl'd Gold away. 
When doubtful Tongues {hall F2/oz's wonders tell, 
WouldI could ſay, ſee here's my Oracle. 
But tho' unkind Loves filence I deplore, 
Your heart {till mine, I would dclire no more. 
M But 
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But ah, that hopes vain 3 

My fancied pleaſures, and my promis'd Joys. 

Would I could fay (but, oh, Loves fear”s too 
{trong! ) 

Would I could ſay I guilticls Jajoz wrong. 

Lately a Gueſt came from th* Hemonian Land : 

My door ſcarce reach'd, with tranſport 1 demand 

How fares my Jaſon His ſad look he bore, 

Fixt with an ominous ſilence on thefloor.. 

My Robes I tore, and thus, with horrour, cry*d 

Lives he! or with one wound both hearts mult 
bleed? 

He lives, ſaid he, to which I made him ſwear : 

He ſwore by Heav/z, yet I retain'd my Fear. 

My ſenſe return'd to ask your Deeds, he ſaid, 

That the yok'd Bulls of Mars in Chains you led. 

The Snakes own Teeth a:crop of Heroes bore, 

Whilſt arough native caſe their Limbs huskt o're. 

And by their own Iateſtine Fury {lain 3 


— OneDays ſhort Age compleats their ative Reign, 
Again 


a Witch deſtroys| 


EY 
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os Again I ask , FR my dear J/on live ? C aiva; 

Such Ebbs and Flows Loves fears and hopes do 

toof He fatally procceds, and with much Art, 

Would hide, yet fhews the falſcnel's of your heart. 

Ah, where's your Nuptial Faith, . that _— 
ſtile, 

ind} Loves Torch, more fit to light my Funefal pile / 

I have no lawlcls plea to Jafor's Love 3 

Juno and Hymen our juſt Chaplets wove < 

yd} Ahno! notthcſt mild Gods : Erinnys hand , 

uſt At our curlt Ritcs, held her inferno Brand. 

Why tomy Lemnos did your Vellel ftcer 2? 

Or why, fond foo), didI admit you here ? 

Here no brig't Ram with golden glory ſhone, 

Nor was my Lexmos the tear Throne. 

At firſt --- Cbut Fatcs all faint Refolves withſtand ) 

I thought © exp.) you with a Female hand. 

re | The Lemmiam Ladies ore in Arms well sKUIPd 2 

Their Cuard had been iy tives fecureſt ſhield. 

5 M 2 But 

1N 
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But in my City, Roof, my Soul received, 

For two bleſt years my darling Faſo lived. 
Forc'd the third Suinmer to a ſad Farewel, 

Mixt with his Tears theſe parting Accents fell. 
Do not at our divided Fates repine, 
Thine I depart, to return ever Thine. 

May our yet unborn pledge live long to prove 


The object of its Rival Parents Love, 


'Twixt ſighs and Tears, through thole falſe gales} 


did pour 


— Thele faller ſhowrs, till grief could ſpeak no more, | 


You were the laſt the fatal Argo reach'd, 

Whoſe ſwelling Sails th* o'rchaſty winds had 
{tretch'd. | 

The furrowing Keel the Seas green ſurface 
plough'd: | 

Yeu to the Shore, to th' SeasI gazing bow'd. 

In haſt I ranto an adjacent Tow'r - 

My Tears ore all my face and boſom ſhowr. 

There 


She 
Th 
She 
An 
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There my wet eyes my wafted Soul purſue, 

And ev'n beyond their natural opticks flew. 

A thouſand Vows for your return T made, 

You are return'd, and they ſhould now be pay*d. 

My Vows for curs'd Medez's Triumphs pay / 

My Heart to Grief, my Love to Rage gives 
way. 

Shall I deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, 

For that falſe Man that lives, but hives not mine ! 

[ never was ſecure. *Twas my long dread, 

Youby your Fathers choice a Greek might wed. 

To no Greek Bride, t an unexpected Foe, 

My wounds 1 t' a Barbarian Harlot owe : 

One,who by Spells and Herbs,docs hearts ſurprize: 

Nor afe her ſlaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 

She from her courſe the {trugling Moon would hold, 

The Sun himſelf in Magick ſhades infold. 

She curbs the Waves, and ſtops the rapid Floods, 

And from their ſeats removes whole Rocks and 


Woods. - 
M3 With 


I66 OVID'S. FPISTLES. 


rr 


With her diſhevelFd Hair the wandring Hag 

Docs half-burnt Bones ron: their warm Aſhes drag, 

In moulten wax, tho? abſent, kills by Art, 

Arm'd with her Needle, goars a tortur'd Heart. 

May, what Deſcrt and Form (:uuld only move, 

By Phuters ſhe ſecures her Jaſons Love. 

How can you aoat on ſuch Infernal Cherms, 

And ilcep ſecurely in a Syrews Arms ? 

You, as the Bulls, ſhe docs t her Yokeſubdue, 

And as ſhe tam'a the Dragons, Conquers you. 

Though your great Decds, and no leſs Race you 
boaſt, 

Link'd to that Fiend your fullicd Fame is Joſt, 

Nay by the cenſiuring World tis juſtly thought, 

Your Conqueſts by her Sorccrics were wrought ; 

And the Phryxeaz Ram's Treumpbont Oar, 

They ſay, not Jaſcr, but Medea bore. 

Tins Northern Bride your Parcnts diſapprove: 

Conſult your Duty in your Nobler Love, 


Let 


L 


Ou 


t 


 HYPSIPYLE w JASON. 167 


Let ſome wild Sc3thian her loath'd bed poſleſs, 
A Miſtreſs only fit for Savages. 


| Jaſon more falſe, more changeable than wind, 


| Have Vows no weight, and Oaths no pow'r to 


bind ? 
Mine you departed 3 ah, return mine too, 


Let my kind Arms their long loſt Scenes renew. 


$7 high Birth, and great Names your Heart can 


turn, 


Know, I'm the Royal Thoas Daughter born. 


Bacchus my Grandfire is, whoſe Bridedivine, 

All Lefler Conſtellations does out-ſhine.. 

My Dow'r Thcſe and my Fertil Lemmos make, 

All theſe and me, thy Equal Title take. 

Nay I'm a Mother : A kind Father be, 

And ſoften all the pains I've born for thee. 

Yes Heaven with twins has bleſt our Genial Bed 

And would you in their Looks their Father read. 

His treacherous ſmiles they are too young to wear, 

In all things elſe you'll find your picture there 3 
M 4 P 
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PF had ſent thoſe Envoysin theſe Letters ſtead, 

Both for their own and Motlers wrongs to plead, 

Had not their Stepdames Murthers bid *em ſtay, 

Too cara Treaſure for that M:niters prey. 

Would her deaf Ra 2e, that rent her Brothers 
Bones, 

Spare my young blood , or hear their tenderer 
Groans ? 

Yet in your Arms this dearcr Traitrels lies 3 

Above my truth, you this falſe Poyſoner prize. 

This mean Adult'rate wretch was baſcly kind 3 

Loves ſacred Lamp our chaſt imbraces joyn'd. 

Her Father ſhe betray'd, mine lives by me, 

I Lemos Pride, ſhe Colchos Tntamy. 

And thus her guilt my Piety outvics, 

Whilſt with her Crimes her Dow'r your heart 
ae buys. 

Falſe Man, I blame, not wonder at the Rage 

G'th' Lemnian Cames: Wrongs doall Arms ingage. 


Sy ppole 


I 
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Szppoſe in vengeance io your Guilt, juſt Hearn 


Had on my Shore the perjur'd Jajor driven 3 


Whilſt I with my young Twins to meet you 


came, 


And made you call on Rocks to hide your ſhame. 


How could you look upon my Sons and Mc? 
Traytor,what Pains,what Dcath too bad for thee ? 
Perhaps indeed T Jaſor had not hurt, 

But *tis my merey more than his Deſert : 

The Harlots blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 
Daſh'd in your faithleſs, and once charming Face. 
Ito Medea, ſhould Medea prove, 


And if Joze hears the pray'rs of injur'd Love, 


| May that loath'd Hag that has my Bed injoy d, 


Be by my Fate, and her own Arts deſtroy'd. 
Like mea Mother, and a Wite torlorn, 
Be from her Raviſhd Lord, and Chnldren torn. 


| May her ill gotten Trophies never laſt, 


But round the World be th' hunted Monſter chac'd. 
| Thoſe 
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Thoſe Dooms her Sire,and Murther'd Brother met, 

May ſhe t her Husband and her Sons repeat. 

Driv'n from the World, let her attempt the Skies, 

Till in deſpairby her own hand fhe dies. 

Thus wrong'd Thoaztias prays, your Lives curlſt 
Remnant lead, 

An Execrable Pair in a Deteſted Bed. 


MEDEA 


| Ro . 


IMEDEA 
4] A S O N. 


Mr. T AT E. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Jaſon arrives with his Companicns at Colchos, 
where the Golden Fleece was kept, which before 
he can obtain, he is to undertake ſeveral Ad- 
rentures 5 firſt to yoke the Wild Bulls, then to 
ſow the Serpents Teeth, from whence ſhould in- 
ſtantly riſe an Army, with mhich he muſt in- 
counter and laſily, to make his Paſſage by the 
Dragon that never ſlept. In order to this, he 
ſolicits Medea Daweghter to the King, and 5hil- 
ful in Charms, by whoſe aſſiſkance ( on Promiſe 

: of Love) he gains the Prize. Then flies with 

A r ; the King purſues them, Medea kills her 

lattle Brother , ſcatters his Limbs, and whil t 
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the. King ſtays to gather them up., eſcapes with 
her Lover into Theſlaly 5 where fhe reſtores de- 
crepit Aifon to his Youth. On the ſame promiſe 
perſwades Pelias his Daughters to let out their 


Fathers Blood , but deceitfully leaves them Guilty 


of Parricide, For this and other Crimes, Jaſon 
caſts her off : Marries Creuſa Daughter to Creon 
King of Corinth, en which the inrag'd Vicdea , 
according to the various Tranſports of her Paſ- 
fron, writes this complaining , ſoothing, and mena- 


cing Epiſtle, 


- 


Y; I found leiſure, though a Queen, to free 


: h By Magick Arts thy Grecian Friends, and 


_ Thee; 


The Fates ſhou'd then have finiſh'd with myReign, 


The Life that ſince was one continued Pain, 
Who wou'd have dreamt the Youth of diſtant 
Crreece, | 
Shou'd ere have fail'd to ſeize the Phrygzan Fleece ! 
That te Argo ſhou'd in View of Colckos Ride ! 
A Grecian Army ſter1 the Phaſian Tide! 
| Why 
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Why were thoſe ſnares, thy Locks, fo tempting 
; (made! 


| A Tongue {0 falſe,ſo pow'rful to perſiwade ! 


| No doubt but He that had fo raſhly ſought 


Our Shore with the fierce Bulls unſpelFd had 
fought, 

And fondly too th' Arms-bearing Seed had ſown, 

Till by the Crop the Tiller were o'rethrown. 

How many Frauds had then expir'd with Thee / 

As many killing griefs remov'd from me / 

Tis ſome Relict when ul returns are made, 


With Favours done, th Ingratetulto upbraid 


| This Triumph will afford ſome little Eaſe, 


Falle Fuſe leaves me This 


When firſt your doubtful Veſlic] nn our Port, . 
And you had entrance tomy Fathers Court : 
There wasI then, what now your new Bride's here, 
My Royal Father might with her's compare. 
With Princely Pomp was your arrival grac'd, 
The meaneſt Greek on [jrian Beds we piac'd, 


Then 
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Then firſt I gzz7'd my Liberty away | 
And date wy Reina from that fatal day ! 
Fate puſht me 0n.and with your Charms combin'd: 


I view'd your {park Eyes till I was blind. 


A flame that by its own Light 1s defery'd ? 

But now that Task's propos'd,and thou mult tam 
The Bulls with brazen Hoots, and Breath of Flame 
With theſe the fatal geid thou art to Plow, 
From whence aſudden Holt of Focs muſt grow. 
Thoſe dangers paſt, ſtill to the Golden prey 
The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way. 
Thus ſpake the King; your Knights. ſtart fron 

| the feaſt, £ 
And ev'n your cheeks a pale deſpair contelt. 
Where then was your ador'd Crenfu's Dow'r ? 
And where her Father Cres boaſted Powr 3 
Sad- went {t thou forth 5 my pitying Eyespurſus 
I figwd, and after ſent a ſoft Adieu ! 

lf 
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\ F In reſtleſs TearsI ſpent that tedious night, 


Preſenting ſtill thy dangers to my fight 3 


;þ The Savage Bulls, and more the Savage Hoſt, 


But th* horrid Serpent did affright me moſt ! 
Thus toſt with Fear and Love, ( Fear ſwelP'd the 
Flame 3 


My Siſter early to my Apartment came 


þ Sad and Cejected ſhe ſurpriz'd me There, 


With Eyes diſtilling, and diſhevelled Hair, 
On your behalf ſhe ſought me, nor coud crave 
My Aid for you, ſo freely asI gave! 


 AGrove there is, an awful gloomy ſhade, 


ronſ Too cloſe for evin the Stun himfeltt invade 


Theſe Woods with great Dzaza's Fane we grac'd, 


PPh! midſt the Goddeſs on bigh Tripods plac'd, 


There (if that place you can remember yet, 


Whohave forgotten Me ) 'twas there we met. 
Then thus in ſoft deluding ſounds you ſaid — 
* Take pity on our ſufferings, Royal Maid ! 

© Reſt 
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& Reſt pleas'd, Thou haſt the Pow'r to Kill but giw 
&« Proofs of Diviner Might, and make us Live! 
« By our diſtreſics ( which thy Art alone, 

< Has Pow*r to {uccour,, ) By th all ſceing Sun, 
« By the Chaſt Deity that Governs Here, 

« And what e're elſe you Sacred hold or Dear, 
« Take pity on our Youth , andbind us {till 
« Eternal Servants to Medea's Will! 

« And if a Strangers Form can touch your mind, 
*(Iffuch bleſt Fate was ere for me defign'd! ) 
« This Fleſh to Duſt diflolve, this Spirit to Air 
« When T think any but Medea Fair. 


« Be Conſcious Juno, witneſs tomy Vow, 


&« And this dread Goddeſs at whoſe Shrine we Boy 


Your Charming Tongue ſtopt here, and left the 
To be by yet more powerful Tears, expreſt tek 
I yeild 
To yoke the braſs hooft Bulls,and make*'em Ploy, 


and by my Art inſtruc you now, 


Tixcn with a daring Hand you ſow the Field, 
That for an Harveſt do's an Army yicld 3 
Ev" 


An 


give 
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Evn I look'd pale,that gave the powerful Charms 

To fee the wondrous Crop of ſhining Arms! 

Till th' Earch-born Brothers in fierce battle joyn'd, 

' Their ſudden Lives more ſuddenly refign'd : 

| The Serpent next, a yet more dangerous toil, 

{ With ſcaly Boſom Plows the yielding Soil, 

| O'reſhades the Field with vaſt expanded wings, 

Ard brandiſhes 1n Air his threatning Stings ! 
Where was Crenſa at this needful Hour ? 

| Where then were her fam'd Charms and matchleſs 

Dower 2 

| Medca, that Medea, that is now 

 Deſpiva, thought Poor, held guilty too by You 


| Twas ſhe that Charnvd the wakeful Dragons 


ſtght, 


| Gave you the Fleece,and then fecur?d your Flight : 


To merit you, what cou'd I more have done? , 
My Father I betray, my Country ſhun, n 


And all the Hazards of an Exile ruw/ 
Tho; 
_ | 
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Tho”, . whilit I yield' me thus a Robbers Prize, 
My uwender Mother in my abſence dies, 
And-at her t'cet my breathleſs Siſter lics. 
Why le [ not my Brother too ? — cold fear 
Arreſts my Hand, and I muſt finiſh here ! 
This hand that tore the Infant in our Flight, 
What then it dar'd to Act, dreads now to write. 
To the rough Seas undaunted I repair, 


For after Guilt, what cana Woman Fear ? 


Why fcap'd.our Crimes thoſe Seas ? we ſhou'd | 


havedy'd 5 
For falſhood Thou, and I for Parricide. 


The juſtling Iſles ſhou'd there have daſh'd our 


Bones, 
And hung us piece-meal on the ragged ſtones ; | 


Or. Scylla gorg'd us in her rav'nous Den, 


Wrong'd Srzllz thus ſhou'd uſe ingrateful Men! | 


Charybdis too ſhou'd in our Fate have ſhar'd, 


Nor ought of our ſad wreck her Whirl-pool ſpar'd 
Yet 


oe tn . 


as Lada. 
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| Yet ſafe wereach your Shore 3 the Phrygian Fleece 
| Ismade an OfPring to the Godsof Greece, - 
| The Pelian Daughters pions bloody Deed 
| Tpafs, that raſhly made their Father bleed ; 
| Your ſafety *twas that drew meto this Fraud, 
| The Guilt that others Blame, you ſhowd A pplaud! 
e | But ſtead of thanks, your CourtI am forbid : 
| Your ſelf forbad me, faithleſs Jaſon did ! 
| With none but my two Infants depart, 
d | And Faſor's Form, that ne're forſakes my Heart 3 
At length thy Reviling Nuptial Songs ſurprize 
| My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes. 
ouſt The Rabble ſhout, the Clamour nearer drew, 
| And as it came more near, more dreadful grew ; 
| My Servants weep in corners, and refuſe 
The ingrateful task of ſuch unwelcome News?! 
1 yet forbear t enquire, tho* {til my Breaſt 
| The dreadful Apprehenfions did ſuggeſt. 
"dy My youngeſt Boy now from the Window ſpy'd | 
Yel The coming Pomp, and jocund thus he cry'd, | 
N 2 & Look, 


0 — 
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** Look, Mother, look! ſee where my Father Rides, 


*% With ſhining Reins his Golden Chariot Guides| 
At this, my pale forſaken BreaſtI tore, 


Nor ſpar'd the Face,whoſe Beauties charm no more, | 


Alas! what did I ſpare, ſcarce cou'd I ſpare 

My Honour, ſcarcely thee, cou'd ſcarce forbear 

To force my Paſſage to thy Chariot now, 

And tear the Garland from thy perjur*d Brow. 
Offended Father, now thy griefs diſcharge ! 

My Brothers Blood is now reveng'd at large. 

The man c for whom I fled and injur'd Thee / 


Whoſe Love fole comfort of my Flight cou'd o | 


TH ingrateful Man has now forſaken Me ! 

I tam'd the Bulls and cou'd the Serpent bind, 
But for perfidious Love no ſpell can find : 

The Dragons baleful Fires my Arts ſuppreſt; 
But not the Flames that rage within my breaſt, 
In Love my powertfulPſt Herbs are uſeleſs made, 
In vain is Hecat fummon'd to my Aidz 


_— 
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A I figh the Day, the Night in watches ſpend, 
F No ſlymbers on my careful brows deſcend : 
_ With Poppies juice in vain my Eyes ſteep, 
| And try the Charmthat made the Dragon ſleep. 

 Tonly reapno Profit from my Charms ! 

They fav'd, but ſav*d thee for my Rivals Arms ! 

There, 'cauſe you know the Theam will grateful 
' Perhaps y? are ſo Unjuſt to? exclaim on me ! ( be, 
| To tax my Manners, Rally on my face, 

| And make th' Adultreſs ſport with my diſgrace! 

| Laugh on Proud Dame; but know thy Fate isnigh, 


' Whenthou ſhalt yet more wretched be than I! 


TT Ee ANTE 


When wrong'd Medea nnreveng'd ſits ſtill, 
| Sword, Flame,and Poylon, have forgot to Kill, 
Pray'rs the flinty Jaſon's breaſt can move, 
| My juſt Complaint will ſure ſucceſsful prove. 
| Stretcht at thy Feet a ſuppliant Princeſs ſee; 
| Such was thy Poſture, when ſhe Pity'd Thee, 
| And tho' a Wife's difearded Title fail, 
| My Infants ſtill are Thine, let chem prevail ! 
| N 23 $9 
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Somuch th? are thine, ſo much thy likeneſs bear, | 


Each look I caft, is folow'd by a tear. | 
Now by the Gods, by all our paſt delights, 

By.thoſe dear Pledges of our am'rous Nights, 

Reſtore mero thy Love; I claim my due, 

Be tomy Merit, and thy Promiſe true. 

| Jask thee not hatl perform'd for thee, | 

Toſetme from fierce Bulls and Serpents free 3 


I only crave thy Love, thy Love reſtore, 


For which T've done ſo much, and ſufter'd more. | 


| Do'ſt thou demand a Dow'r? --- *twas paid that day 


When thou didſt bear the Golden Fleece away : 


_ Thy Life's my Dow'r, and by thy dear Follower 


health, 


The Youth of Greece ; weigh theſe with Creom'; | 


wealth. | 
To me thou ow'ſt that thou art Creoz's Heir, 
Flat now thou liv'ſt tocall Creuſa, Fair! 


You've wrong'd me A!l,and on you All --- but hold, | 


I torm Revenge too mighty to be told / 


My 


r Þ | : 


£) 


"ers 


7/01 


If 


yl 


| Perhaps 1 ſhall the fatal Rage repent,  Þ! 
' Buton — for1 (what e're the miſchief be ) 

Shall-leſs zepent” than that I truſted thee! 7; ;_. 
' 'The God alone that Rages in my Breaſt, ES 
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| Mythoughts are now to th' utmoſt Ruin hich - 


T 


Can ſce the dark revenge my thoughts ſuggeſts 


| [only know twill ſoon effe&edbe, 
| And when it comes, be Vaſt, and Worthy Me. 


N 4  PHEDRA 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Phxdra, they went on Board and jaibd to Chnos, 
here being warn'd By Bacchus, he left Ariad- 
ne, and Marricd kc Siſfer Phadra, who after- 


Lowe with Nippolytns ker Son in Law , rho 
y pe ' - C4 4 
had Vow d Ceelibacy, 1nd was a Finer : IWhere- 


fore ſince ſhe could nn convernently otherwiſe 


of key Paſjzon. 


Yet muchT wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy - 


Theſeus, the Sor of Ageus, having ſlain the Mi-| 
notaur , promiſed to Ariadne the Daxehtcr of Þ 
Minos aud Paliphae, for the aſjiſtance which ſhe 
gave him , to carry her bome with him, and| 


anake her his Wife : So trgeiher with her Sijicr| 


wards in Theleus her Finsbands Abſence , fell in 


ſhe choſe by this Eyiſile to give him an Account | 


F Thou'-rt unkind, I ner ſhall health enjoy; | 


"HADRA[: 
| | Ra 
Fo TO [Tt 


HIPPOLYTUS| 
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Read this, and reading how my Soul is ſeiv'd, 


Rather than not be with my. ruin pleas'd : 


ge 


| Thus ſecrets ſafe to fartheſt Shores may move 3 

: By Letters Foes converſe and learn to Love. 

| Thrice'my fad tale, as I to tell it try'd, 

: Upon my faultring Tongue abortive dy'd : 

. Long ſhame prevail'd, nor could beconquer'd quite, 
| But what I bluſht to ſpeak, Love made me write. 


Tis dang*rous to reſiſt che pow'r of Love. 


; The Gods obey him, and he's King above : 


He clear'd the doubts that did my mind confound, 
| And promis'd me to bring thee hither bound: 

* Oh may he come, and in that breaſt of thine 

| Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame like mine ! 

| Yet of my Wedlock Vows Ill Iooſe no care, CE 
; Search back through all my fame, thou *It tind it 


 Þ But Love long breeding, to worſt pain does turn; 


Outward unharm'd, within, within I burn ! 
| As the Yourg Bull or Courſer yet untam'd, 
| When Yok'd or BridP'd firſt,are pinch'd & maim'd 3 


. _ 
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But in our riper years with rage we Love. 


To thee I yield then all my dear Renown, 


And prithee let's together be undone. C Roll 


luck the new blown bluſhin 


Who would no 


Or the ripe Fruit tha, Courts him as it grows? 'E 
But if my Vertue hithe3to has gain'd A 
Eſteem for ſpotleſs, ſhall it now be ſtain'd > | B 
Oh in thy Lovel ſhall no hazard run; 'F 
Tisnot a fin, but when 'tis courſely done. S 

/ 


And now ſhould Jane yield her Jove to me, 


Fd quit that Joze, Hippolztns, for thee : P 
Bclieve me too with ftrange defires I change, F 
Amongſt Wild BeaftsI long with Thee to range, '£ 
To thy Dclights and Dela I encline, K 


Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine : 
Tong to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 
And ore the Mountains tops myHeunds to chear, 3 
Shaking ' - 


Shaking my Dart, then, the Chaſe ended , lic 
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d. þ Stretch'd on the graſs,and would'ſt not thou be by? 


nah Oft in light Chariots I with pleaſure ride, 


Yo 


Y, 


ear| 


| And love my {clfthe furious Steeds to guide, 


| Now like a Bacchanal more wildI ſtray, 
| Or Old Czbeles Prieſts, as mad as they | ; 


| When under Idz's Hill they Offrings pay : 


hin 
| Ev'n mad as thoſe the Deities of Night 
' And Water, Fanns and Dryads do afiright : 


Ci OB 


FEPIFEIPENE 


But (till eachlittle Interval I gain, 


 Eafily find *tis Love breeds all my pain : 


Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 


| And Verus will have Tribute of us all, 

| Jovelov'd Earopa, whence my Father came. 

' And to a Bull transforayd, Enjoy'd the Dame - 

| She, like my Mother, languiſhtto obtain, 

| AndfillVd her Womb with ſhame as well as phin: 
\ The faithle(s Theſevs by my Siſters Aid 

\ TheMonſter flew, anda fafe Conqueſt made : 


Now 
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Now in that Family my right to ſave, 

T am atlaſt on the ſame terms a ſlave ; 

'Twas fatal to my Siſter and to me, 

She lov'd thy Father, but my choice was thee. 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſhown 

For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
When firſt our Vows wereat Eleuſts pay'd, 

| Would [ had ina Cretan Grave been laid ; 

Twas there thou didlſt a perfect Conqueſt gain, 


Whilſt Loves fierce Fever rag'd in ev ry veinz 


White was thy Robe, a Garland deck'd thy Head 


A modeſt bluſh thy comely face o'reſpread. 
That face which may be terrible in Arms, - 


But Graceful ſcem'd to me, and full of Charms : | 


T Lovethe man whoſe fa{hion's leaſt his cre, 
And hate my Sexes Coxcombs kne and fair; 
For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let fly, 
Th unpoliſh'd form is Beauty in my Eye : 
Ifthou but ride, or ſhake the trembling Dart, 

I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: 


Tol 


| E| 
F; 
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To ſee thee poiſe the Jar:lir, moves delight, 
= all thou do'ſt is lovely in my ſight : 

But to the Woods thy cruelty reſign , 

Nor treat it with fo poor a life as mine : 

Muſt cold Dzana be ador'd alone ; 

Muſt ſhe have all thy Vows, and Veaxs none? 
That pleaſure pallsif 'tis Enjoy'd too long, 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 
' For Cz2thia's ſake unbend and eaſe thy Bow 3 


Elſe to thy Arm twill weak and uſeleſs grow. 
' Famous was Cephalus in Wood and Plain, 

And by him many a Boar and Pard was ſlain, 
Yet to Aurora's Love he did incline, * | 
| Who wiſely left Old Age for Youth like thine. 

* | Underthe ſpreading {hades her Am'rous Boy, 

| The fair Adonis, Venus could injoy 3 

| Atlanta's Love too Meleager ſought, 

And toher Tribute paid of all he caught : 

' Be thou and Ithe next bleſt Sylvan pair : 

| Where Love's a Stranger, Woods but Deſarts are. 


| With 
Col 
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before, | 
Tll rove and. fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. Ar 
' Between two Seas a little Iſthmmns lies, Be 


Nor has he only thus expreſt his hate 3 


Ai— 


With Thee through dang'rous ways unknown 


Where on each fide the beating Billows riſe, PR: 
There in Trazera1 thy Love will meet, 11 
More bleſt and pleas'd than in my Native Crete. | 
As we could wiſh, Old Theſers 1s away 

At Theſſaly, where always let him ſtay 

With his Perithous, whom well I ſee 


Prefer'd above Hippolytus or me. 


We both have ſuffer'd wrongs of mighty weight:| 
My Brother firſt he craclly did lay, 


Then from my Siſter falfly ran away 3 : 
| Andlck expog'd to ev*ry Beaſt a prey. W 
A Warlike Queen to thee thy being gave, 'N 
A Mother worthy of a Sono brave, _ | 'T 
From crucl Theſens yet her death did find, C kind, | x 


Nor though ſhe gave him Thee, could make him} 
| Unwedded| 
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Unwedded too he murthered her in ſpight, 
To Baſtardize and Rob thee of thy Right : 
Andif to wrong thee more,two Sons F've brought, 
Believe it his, and none of: Phedra's fault : 

Rather thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 

1 wiſh at firſt had dy'd of Mothers pains : 


How canſt thou rev*rence then thy Fathers Bed, 


From which himſelf ſo AbjcAtly is fled? 
[The thought affrights not me, but me inflames; 


Mother and Son are notions, very Names 


Of worn out Piety, in faſhion Then 

When Old dull Satwrz RuPd the Race of men: 
[| But braver Jove taught pleaſure was no ſin, 
And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 


| Nearneſs of Bloud, and Kindred beſt we prove, 
When weexprelſs it in thecloſc{t Love. 


| Nor necd we fear our Fault ſhould be reveal'd 3 


Twill under near Relation be conceal'd, ( Crown 


And all who hear our Loves, with praiſe ſhall 


 AMothers kindneſs to a grateful Son, 


No 


192 
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No need at Midnight in the dark to ſtray, 
T' unlock the Gates, and cry, my Love, this way. 
No buſte Spies our pleaſures to betray. 


But in one honſe, asheretofore, we'll live, 


In publick kiſſes take 3 in publick, give: | 
Thoughin my Bed thou'rt ſeen, *twill | 4 applaulf 
From all, whilſt none have ſenſe to gheſs the 

Cauſe : 
Only make haſte, and lct this League be fign'd| 


do a 


So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 


For this I am an humble Suppliant grown A 
Now where are all my boaſts of Greatneſs goneF F 
E {wore I ne'r would yield, reſolv'd to fight, Þ| Sc 


Decciv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right « | I 
Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy knees; | A 


What's decent no true Lover cares or (ces: | & 


Shame, like 2 beaten Souldier, leaves the place, ; B 
But Beauties bluſhes ſtill are in my face. | Sf 
Forgive this fond Confeſſion which I make, , I 
And then ſome pity on my ſuffrings take. 


; 


What 


— — [ 


| Though my great Grandfire Thunder from the 
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| What though *midſt Seas my Fathers. Empire 


lies? 


$kies ? 


| What though my Fathers Sire in Beams dreſt gay 


auf Drives round the burning Chariot of the day 2 


the 


nc 


| Their Honour all in me to Love's a ſlave, 


| Then though thou wilt not me, their Honour 

1d 
| Joves Famous Iſland, Crete, in Dow'r I'll bring, 
| And there ſhall'my Hippolyius be King : 


s For Venus fake then hear and grant my pray'r, 


ſave: 


| $0 may'(t thou never Love a ſcornful fair 3 
In Fields ſo may Dzana gracethee (till, 

| And every Wood afford thee Game to kill 5 
| So may the Mountain Gods and Satzrs all 


> þ Be kind, ſo may the Boar before thee fall, 


; | So may the water-Nymphs 11 heat of day, 
| Though thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy thirſt allay. 


O Millions 
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Millions of tears to theſe my pray'rs I joyn, }J 
Which as thou read'{t with thoſe dear eyes of | 

Thane, | N 
Think that thou ſeeſt the ſtreams that flow from | 


mine. [1 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Eneas, the Sor of Venus and Anchiles, having af 
the DeſtruGion of Troy, ſaved bis Gods, his F4- 
ther, and Son Aſcanius from the Fire, put to Sea 
with twenty Sail of Ships, and having been long 
toſt with Tempeſts, was at laſt caſt upon: the Shore 
of Lybia, where Zneer Dido, ( flying from the 
Cruelty of Pygmalion ker Brotker , who had 
Killed her Husband Sichzus, ) had lately built 
Carthage. dOre entertained Aneas and his Fleet 
with great civility, fell paſſuonately in Love with 
kim, and inthe end denied hine not the laſt Fa- 

) zours, But Mercury admoniſhing FEneas to go 
in jearch of Italy, ( a Kingdom promiſed to hine 
by the Gods, ) he readily prepared to Obey hime. 
Dido cor perceived it, and having in vain try'd 
all other means to ingage hixs to ſtay, at laſt in 
Deſpair, writes to hin as follows, 


Q. on Mzander's banks, when death is nigh, 
The moyrnful Swarſings her own Elegy. 
' O 2 Not 
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Not thatT hope, (for oh, that hope were vain! ) 


By words your loſt affetions to regain 3 


od 


But having Joſt what e're was worth my care, 
Why ſhow'd I fear to loſea dying pray'r ? 

'Tis then reſolv'd poor Dido mult be left 

Of Life, of Honour, and of Love bereft / 
While you,with looſcn'd Sails and Vows, prepare 
To ſeck a Land that flies the Searchers care. 

Nor can my rifing Tow'rs your flight reſtrain, 
Nor my new Empire, offer'd you 1n vain. 

Built Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek 3 that Land 
Is yet to Conquer 3 but you this Command. 
Suppoſe you Landed where your wiſh deſign'd, 
Think what Reception Foreigners would find. 
What People is ſo void of common ſenſe, 

To Vote Succeſſion from a Native Prince ? 

Yet there new Scepters and new Loves youſeck ; 
New Vowsto plight, and plighted Vows to break. 
When will your Tow?rs the height ofCarthage know? 
Or when, your eyes diſcern ſuch crowds below ? 


| if 
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If ſuch a Town, and Subjects you cou'd ſee, 

Still wou'd you want a Wife who lov'd like me. 
For, oh, Iburn, like fires with incenſe bright z | 
Not holy Tapers flame with purer light : 

Fiineas 1s my thoughts perpetual Theme : 
Their daily longing, and their nightly dream. 
Yet he ungrateful and obdurate itil] : 

Fool thatT am to place my heart ſo 1ll ! 

My ſelfI cannot to my ſelf. reſtore 2: 

Stil! I complain, and ſtill I love him more. 

Have pity, Crpid, on my bleeding heart 3 

And pierce thy Brothers with an equal dart. 

I rave : nor canſt thon Yes ofispring be, 
Love's Mother cou'd not bear a Son like thee, 
From harden'd Oak, or from a Rocks cold womb, 
Atleaſt thou art from ſome fierce Tygreſs come, 
Or, on rough Seas, from their foundation torr, 
Got by the winds, and in a Tempeſt born : 

Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear : 


Like that, whoſe rage ſhould ſtil! detain thee here. 
O 3 Behold 
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Behold how high the Foamy Billows ride ! 
The windsand waves are on the juſter ſide. 
To Winter weatherand a ſtorny Sa, 

111 owe what rather wou'd oweto thee. 

Death raou ceſcrv'it from Heavias avenging Laws 3 
Bu:Im unwilling to become the cauſe. 

To ſhun my Love, if thou wilt ſcek thy Fate, 

*Tis a dear purchaſe and a coſtly hate, | 
Stay bur a little, till the Tempeſt ceaſe; 

And the loud winds are lull'd into a peace. 

May all thy rage, like theirs, uncsnſtant prove ! 
And ſoit will, if there be pow'r in Love, 
Krow ſt thou not yet what dangers Ships ſuſtain, 
So often wreck'd,how dar'ſt thou tempt the Main ? 
Which, were it ſmooth, werc every wave a ſlecp, 
Ten thouſand forms of deathare 1a the deep. 

In that abyſs the Gods their vengeance ſtore, 

For broken Vows of thoſe who tallly ſworc, 

T here winged ſtormson Sea-born Venus wait, 

To vindicate the Juſtice of her State. 

| Thus 
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| Thus, I to thee the means of ſafety ſhow : 
And loſt my ſelf, would ſtill preſerve my Foe. 
Falſe as thou art, I not thy death deſign : 
O rather liveto be the cauſe of mine / 
$10u'd ſome avenging ſtormthy Vellel tear, 
(But Heav'n forbid my words ſhou'd Omen bear, ) 
Then, in thy facethy perjur'd Vows would fly; 
And my wrong'd Ghoſt be preſent to thy eye. 
With threatning looks, think thou behold'ſt me 
Gaſping my mouth, and clotted all my hair, (tare, 
| Then ſhowd fork'd Lightning and red Thunder fall, 
VVhat cou'dſt thou ſay, but I deſerv'd 'em all 2 
Leſt this ſhou'd happen, make not haſt away. 
To ſhun the danger will be worth thy ſtay. 
Have pity on thy Son, if not on me © 
| My death alon2 is guilt enough for thee. 
' VVhat has his Youth, what have thy Gods deſery:], 
To fink in Seas, who were from fires preſerv'd ? 
- But neither Gods nor Parent did(t thou bear, 
(Snooth ſtories all, to pleaſe a VVomans ear.) 

O 4 Falſe 
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Falſe wasthe tale of thy Romantick life; 
Nor yet am TI thy firſt deluded Wite, 

Left to purſuing Foes Crenſa ſtay'd, 
' By thee, baſe man, forſaken and betray'd. 


This, when thoa told'{t me, ſtruck my tender heart, | 


That ſuch rcquital follow'd ſuch deſert. 
Nordoubt I but the Gods, for Crimes like thelſe, 
Sev'n Winters keptthee wandring on the Seas, 
Thy ſtarv'd Companions, caſt a Shore, I fed, 
Thy ſelf admitted to my Crown and Bed, 

To harbour Strangers, ſuccour the diſtreſt, 

Was kind enough ; but oh too kind the reſt / 
Curſt be the Cave which firſt my ruin brought: 


Where, from the ſtorm, we common ſhelter ſought! | 


A dreadful howling cccho'd round the place, 


The Mountain Nymphs, thought I, my Nuptials | 
( grace, | 


I thought ſo then, but r.ow too late I know 
The Furies yclVd my Funcrals from below, 
O Chaſtity and violated Fc, 
Exact your ducs tomy dead Husbands name / 
Þy 


rt, 
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By Death redeem my reputation loſt ; 


[And to his Arms reſtore my guilty Ghoſt. 


Cloſe by my Pallace, in a Glomy Grove, 


Is raisd a Chappel to my Murder'd Love. 


There, wreath'd with boughs and wool his Statue 


The pions Monument of Artful hands : (Ranch, 


Laſt night, methought, he call'd me fromthe dome, 


And thrice with hollow voice, cry'd, Dido, come- 


She comes : thy V Vite thy lawful ſummons hears. 
But comes more {lowly , clogg'd with conſcious 
Forgive the wrongl ofter'd to thy bed, ( fark 
Strong were his Charms, who my weak faith miſled. 


His Goddeſs Mother, and his aged Sire, 


' Born on his back, did to my fall conſpire. 


O ſuch he was, and is, that were he true, 


| VVithout a bluſh I might his Love purſue. 
But cruel Stars my Birth-day did attend: 


And asmy Fortune open'd, it mult end. 

My plighted Lord was at the Altar {]ain, 

VVhoſe wealth was made my bloody Brothers gain ; 
Friend- 
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 Friendlefs, and follow'd by the Murd'rers hate, þthe 
To foreign Countries I remov'd my: Fate 3 pe 


And here, a ſuppliant, from the Natives hands, þuch 
I bought the groung on which my City ſtands. ho 
With all the Coaſt that ſtretches to the Sea Þy «+ 
Ev'n to the friendly Port that ſheltred thee : dr 
Then rais'd theſe Walls, which mount into the Air ſtrha 
Atonce my Neighbours wonder, and their fear.fþd 
For now they Arm 5 and round me Leagues archhe | 
My fcarce Eſtabliſh'd Empire to invade, ( macoha 
To Man my new built Walls I muſt prepare, me 
An helpleſs Woman, and unskill'd in War. Pon 
Yet thouſand Rivals tomy Love pretend 3 
And for my Perſon, would my Crown defend : 
Whoſe jering Votes in on complaint agree, 
Ti:2t each unjuſtly is diſdam'd for thce. 

To proud Hjarbas give me upa prey 


{For that muſt follow, if thou go'lt away, ) 
Or to my Husbands Vurd'rer leave my hte 


That tothe Husband he may add the Witc, 


Go 
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2, þthen 3 ſinceno complaints can move thy mind : 
perjur'd Man, but leave thy Gods behind. 


5, buch not thoſe Gods by-whomthou art forſworn z 


's, Tho will in 1mpious handsno more be born. 

7 Sacrilegious worſhip they diſdain, 

d rather wou'd the Grecian fires ſuſtain. 

Air, tchaps my greateſt ſhame is ſtill to come 3 

-ar, kd part of thee lies hid within my womb. 

arc ſhe Babe unborn muſt periſh by thy hate, 

9 d Periſh guiltleſs in his Mothers fate. 

me God, thouſay'ſt, thy Voyage does command : 

E ſod the ſame Ged had barr'd thee from my 
Land, | 

| : | The ſame, I doubt not, thy departure ſteers, 


'ho kept thee out at Sea ſo many years. 

ſherethy long labours were a priceſo great, 

5 thou to purchaſe Troy wouldſt not repeat. 

ut Zzber now thou ſeeF-lt 3 to be at beſt 

hen there arriv'd, a poor precarious Guelt. 
Yet 


OT) 
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Yet it deludesthy ſearch : Perhaps it will 
To thy Old Age lie undifcover'd till. | 
A ready Crown and Wealthin Dow'r I bring ;þ® 


o| 
hi 


And without conqu'ring, here thou art a King, he 


Here thou to Carthage may'(t transfer thy Troy; 


Here young Aſcanins may his Arms imploy : nd 
And, while we live ſecure 1n ſoft repoſe, a 
Bring many Laurels home from Conquer'd Fo b 
By Cupids Arrows, I adjure thee, ſtay ; iy 
By all the Gods, Companions of thy way. nel 
So may thy 1rojans, who are yet alive, by 
Live {till, and with no future Fortune ſtrive : by 
So may thy Youthful Son old age attain, w 
And thy dead Fathers Bones in peace remain, 2 

0 


As thou halt pity on unhappy me, 


y 


Who know no Crime, but too much Love of thi ) 


. . o eat 
I amnot born from fierce Achilles Line : = 
.* - - 1 
Nor did my Parents againſt Troy combine, 
1 af ag i wy | } { 
To be thy Wite, it I unworthy prove, P 
vl 


By ſome 1nferior name admit my Love. 
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obe ſecur'd of ſtill poſleſiing thee, 
(hat woid I do, and what wou'd I not be / 


o; ur I 3lian Coaſts their certain ſeaſons know, 
ng hen free from Tempeſts paſſengers may go. 
9; ut now with Northern Blaſts the Billows roar, 
nd drive the floating Sea-weed to the Shore. 

eye to my care the time to Sail away 3 

oe 0D ſafe, I will not ſuffer thee to (tay. 

by weary Men wou'd be with eaſe content 3 

heir Sails are tatter'd, and their Maſts arc ſpent : 
by no merit I thy mind can move, 

hat thou deny'{t my merit, give my Love. 

tay, til I learn my loſs to undergo );* 

nd give me time to ſtruggle with my woe. 


not : Know this, I will not ſuffer long 3 


- By life's too loathſome, and my love too ſtrong. 


Peath holds my pen, and dictates what I fay, 

ile croſs my lap thy Trojan Sword I lay. C flood, 
ly tears flow down; the ſharp edge cuts their 
ind drinks my ſorrows,that muſt drink my bloud. 


7 How 


206 OVID's EPISTLES. 
anqagit _ 
How well thy gift does with my Fate agree! 


My Funeral pomp is cheaply made by thee, E 


Tono new wounds my boſom I diſplay - 


The Sword but enters where Love made the y 


But thou, dear Siſter, and yet dearer friend, 


Shalt my cold aſhes to their Urn attend. 
Sicheus Wife, let not the Marble boaſt, 
T loſt that Title when my Fame Iloſt. 
This ſhort Inſcription only let it bear, 


< Unhappy Dido lies in quiet here. 
« The cauſe of death, and Sword by which ſhe dy 
* /Eneas gave: the reſther arm ſupply'd. 


Tk 
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O in unwonted Notes, when ſure to die, 
The meurnful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 
0 not hope by this to change my Fate, 

ice Heaven and youare both refolv'd to hate, 
bb'd of my Hor.our, 'tis no wonder now 


you. diſdain me when meanly fue ;; 


The 
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Deaf to my Pray'*rs, that you reſolve to go, A] 
And leave th* unhappy you have rendred fo. | Jn 
You and your Love, the Winds away muſt bear, | Br 
Forgot 1s all that you ſo oft did ſwear : Ar 
With cruel haſt to diſtant Lands you fly, Bu 
Yet know not whoſe they are, nor where they lief | c 
On Carthage and its riſing Walls you frown, | 
And ſhun a Scepter, which is now your own; [| An 
All you have gain'd, you proudly docontemn, f His 
And fondly fſeck a fancied Diadem. Te 
And ſhould you reach at laſt this promis'd Land, Þ But 
Who'll give its Power into a Strangers hand > | (T 
Another caſte Dido do you ſcck ? He 
And new Occafions new made Vows to break ? I *o 
When can you Walls like ours of Carthage build, | Fro 
And ſee your Street with crowds of Subjects fill'd; | Fier 
But tho? all this Succeeded to your mind, Or | 
So true a Wife no ſearch could ever find. To 
Scorch'd up with Loves fierce fire my Life dot Hoy 
Like Incenſe onthe flaming Altar caſt, ("Thc 


A 


« 


Ihe, 


lod 


A 
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All Fi /Eneas walks before my light, 

In all my Dreams I ſee him every night - 

But ſee him ft1}] Ingratcful as before, 

And ſuch as, if I coald, 1 ſhould abhor. 

But the firong Flame burns on againſt my will, 
Icall him Falſe, but Love the Traytor (till. 
Goddeſs of Love, thee all the World adore ! 
And ſhall thy Son (light thy Almighty power ? 
His Brothers ſtubborn Soul Ict Cxpid move, 
Teach me to hate, or him to merit Love ! 

But the Tmpoſtor his high Birth did feign, 
(Tho' to that tale his Face did credit gain,) 

He was not born of Vexus, who could prove 

& cruel, and fo Faithleſs in lis Love. 

From Rocks or Mountains he deriv'd his Birth / 
Fierce Votzes or Savage Tyeers brought him forth! 
Or ct{: he ſprung from the Tempeſtuous Main, 
To which fo eagerly he: flies again. 


How dreadful the contending Waves appear ! 


val 
Theſe winter ſtorms by force would keepyou here. 


4 P The 
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The ſtormsare kinder and the Winds more true! 
Let me ow them, what I would ow to you. 
You'll ſhew your hatred at too dear a rate, 

IF to fly me, you run on certain fare. 

Stay only till theſe raging Tempelts ceaſe, 

And breeding Halcyons all my fears releaſe. 

Then you perhaps may change your cruel mind, 
And will learn pity from the Sea and wind. 

Are you not warn'd by all you 've felt and ſeen ? 
And will you tempt the faithlcſs Floods again ? 
Tho*twere calm now, it would not long be ſo, 
Think, to what diſtant Countries you would go. 
There's not one Cod who will that Veſlel bleſs, 
Which lics, and frauds, and Perjuries oppreſs. 
The Sealet every faithleſs Lover fear, | 
The Queen of Love roſe thence, and Governs there, 
Still the dear Cauſe of all my IIs I love, 

And my laſt words Heavn for your ſafety move 
1 hat your falſe Flight may not as fatal be 


To you, as your aillembled Love to me. 


Kit 


ans 4 Y ” " 
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| But in the Storm, when the huge Billowsrowl,* 

(Th unlucky Omen may kind Heav'n controul, 

Think what diſtracted thoughts will fill your {- 
ſoul. 

You'll then remember every broken vow, 

With Horror think on Murd'red Dido too. 

My Ghoſt all pale and Ghaſtly ſball be there, 

VVith mortal wounds ſtill bleeding F1l appear. 

* | Then you will own what to ſuch Crimes is due, 

| And think each Flaſh of Lightning ainrd at you. 

Your cruel Flight till the next calm delay, 


 — 


Ro 


Your quiet paſlage will reward your ſtay. 

I beg not for my ſelf, but do not joyn 

The Guilt of your Aſcanins Death to mine. 

What has your Son, what have your Gods deſerv'd ? 
© | For a worſe Fate were they from flames preſerv'd? 
But ſure you neither ſav'd them from the Fire, 


Nor on your thoulders bore youraged Sire 3 


* =& 
gs 


But did Contrive that ſtory, to deceive 


A Queen, ſo fond, ſo willing to believe. 
at P 2 Your 
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Your ready Tongue told many a pleaſing lie, 


Nor did it prattiſe firſt theſe cheats on me. 
You by like Artsdid fair Crenſa gain, 
And then forſook her with a like diſdain. 
I've wept to hear you tell that Ladies Fate, 
My ſelf now juſtly more unfortunate. 
"Tis to Revenge theſe Crimes the Gods Engage, 
And-make you wander out your wretched Ape. 
A Shipwrack'd wretch I kindly did: receive, 
My. Wealth and Crown to. hands unknown - did 
g1ve. : 

Had I ftop'd there, I had been free from ſhame, 
And had not ſtaind my elcar and ſpotleſs Fame, 
Heaven to betray my Honour did comply, 
When thunder and black clonds fi11'd all the We 
And made us to the fatal ſhelter fly. | 
The furies howPd, and dire prefages gave, 
And ſhricking Nymphs forſook the guilty Cave. 
T cannot live that Crime torments me ſo, 
Yet full of ſhameto my Sickavs go. 

In 


Vv 
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In a fair Temple built by skiltull hands, 
A Sacred Image of Sichans ſtands 5 
With ſnowy Fleeces dreſt, and Garlands Crown'd, 
From thence of late I've heard a diſmal ſound ! 
Four times he calPd me with a hollow Voice, 
My looſn'd Joynts {till tremble at the Noiſe ! 


My deareſt Lord your Summons I obey, 
Tis ſhame to meet you makes this ſhort delay, 
Yet ſuch a Tempter might the Crime excule, 
His Heavenly Race, and all his ſolemn Vows! 
The beſt of Fathers, the moſt pious Son / 
Who could ſuſpe& he, wha ſuch things had done, 
So well had acted all the parts of Lite, 
Could have betray'd a Princeſs and a Wite ? 
Had henot wanted Faith, your ſelf muſt own 
He had defervd to fill my Bed and Throne. 
In my firſt Youth what cares diſturb'd my peace ! 
And my misfortunes with my yeors increaſe ! 
My Husbands blood was by my Brother fpilt, 
And ſtill his wealth Rewards the proſperous Guilt. 
- Through 


214  OVIDs' FPISTLES. 


Through ways unknowna dangerous flight I take, 

His aſhes and my Native Soil forſake 3 

Here ſheltred from my brothers Cruelty, 

I bought this Kingdom, which I gaveto thee. 

My City did in Glory daily riſe, 

Which all wy Neighbours ſaw with envious eyes. 
And force againſt untiniſh'd Walls prepare, 
Threatning a helpleſs Woman with a War. 
Thoſe many Kings, who did my Bed deſire, 
Now to revenge their {lighted Lovetonſpire. 

Go on, my People are at your Command, 

Give me up bound to ſome fierce Rivals hand : 
Aſſiſt my Cruel Brothers black deſign, | 
Drunk with S:ch4ns Blood, he thirſts for mine. 
But then pretend to picty no more, 

The falſe, and perjur'd, ali the Gods abhor. 
Even thoſe you ſnatch'd from Troy's devouring 

Flame, 


Arc griev'd that from ſuch hands their ſafety came. 
A 
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A growing Infant in my Womb you leave, 
Of your whole ſelf, you cannot me bereave. . 
You kill not Dido only if you go, 
The Guiltleſs and unborn you Murder too. 
With me a new unknown A/canins dies, 
Tho' deafto mine, yet think you hear his cries. 
But *tis the God Commands, and you. obey, 
Ah / would that he who now forbids you ſtay, : 
Had never led your ſhatter'd fleet this way / 
And now this God Commands yon out again 
T' endure another Winter on the Main ! 
Scarce 1roy reſtor'd to all her Ancient State, 
Were worth the ſecking at ſo dear a rate. 
Ceaſe then through ſuch vaſt Dangers to purſue 
A place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew. 
In ſearch of which, you your beſt years may waſt, 
And come a \tranger there, and old at laſt. 
See at your feet a willing people lies, 
. | And donot offer'd wealth, and pover deſpiſe, 
P 4 8 1x 


216 OVIDs EPISTLES. 


Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Trop, 
Andin ſoft peaee, all you have ſav'd, injoy. 
But 1f new dangcrs your great Soul defires, 

Tf rhirſt of fame your Sons young breaſt inſpires, 
You'll frequent Tryals here for Valour-find, 
Our Neighbours are as rough as weare kind, 

By your dear Fathcrs Soul Ibeg your ſtay, 
' By the kind Gods who hitter bleit your way, 


And by your Frothers dart, which all obey. 


$9 may white n your Troopsattend, 
And all your long Misfortunes here take end, 
So with his years may your Sons hopes increale, 
S5 may Achijes Aſhes reftin peace. 

Some pity let a ſupplant Princeſs move, 
Whoſe only fault was an Exceſs of Love. 
I am not ſprung from any Grecian Race, 
None of my Blood did your Lov'd 7roy deface. 
Yet if your pride think ſuch a Wife a ſhame, 
I'll Sacrikce my Honour to my flame, 


And mcet your Love by a lels glorious name. 
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I know the dangers of this ſtormy Coaſt, 
How many Ships have on our ſhelves been loſt. 
Theſe winds have driv'n the floating Sea-weed ſo, 
That your intangled Veſlel cannot go, | 
Do not attempt to put to Sea 1n vain, 
Till happier Gales have cleard your way again, 
Truſt me to watch the calming of the Sea, 
You ſhall not then, tho' you defir'd it, ſtay. 
Beſides your weary Seamen reſt deſire, 
And your torn fleet now rigging does require. 
By all I ſuffer, all I've done for you, 
Somelittle reſpite tomy Love allow. 
Time and calm thoughts may teach me how to bear 
That loſs, which now alas 'us death to hear. 
But you rcfulve to force me to my grave, 
And are not far from all that you would have. 
Your Sword before me, whilſt I write, docs lic, 
And, by it, if I write in vain, I die. 
Alrcady ſtain'd with many a falling tear, 
It thortly ſhall another colour wear, 


You 
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- You never could an apter preſent make, 

*T will ſoon, the Life you've made uneafie, take, 
But this poor breaſt has felt your Wounds before, 
Slain by your love, your ſteel has now no power. 
Dear Guilty Siſter, do not you deny 

The laſt kind Office to my Memory; 

But do not on my Funeral Marble joyn 

Much wrong'd Szchexs Sacred Name with mine. 


* That Dido could not bear his fierce diſdain, 


&« Of falſe /Ezcas let the ſtone complain, 
<« But by his Sword, and her own hand was (lajn. 


B R I 
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BY 


JOHN CARTL, Eſq; 


The ARGUMEN TFT. 


ſn the War of Troy , Achilles having taken and 
Sackd Chrynelium, a Town in the Lyrnefian 
Country , amongſt his other Booty , he took two 
very fair Women, Chryſcis, and Briſeis: Chry- 
ſeis he Preſented to King Agamemnon, and Bri- 
ſeis he reſerved for himſelf, Agamemnon after 
ſome time was forced by the Oracle to reſtore 
* Chryſeis fo her Father, who was one of the 
Prieſts of Apollo : Wherenpon the King by vio- 
lence took away Briſeis from Achilles; at which 
Achilles incenſt, left the Camp of the Grecians, 
and prepared to Sail home 5 in whoſe abſence 

the Trojans prevailing upon the Grecians, Aga- 
 memnon was compell'd to ſend Ulyſles, and 
others to offer him rich Preſerts, and Briſeis, 
that he would return again to the Army : But 
Achilies with diſdain rejecfed them all. This 
L eiter therefore is written by Briſeis , to move 
him, that he would receive ber, and return tothe 
Grecian Camp. 


ER Briſcis in a forein Tongue (wrong, 


More by her blots, than words,ſets forth wes 
An 
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And yet theſe blots, which by my tears are made, 
Above all words, or writing ſhould perſwade. 
Subjeds (Iknow _) muſt not their Lords accuſe; 
Yet prayers and tears we lawfully may uſe. 
When raviihd from your Arms, I was the prey 
Of Agamenmons arbitrary ſway 3 
I graat, you muſt at laſt have left the Field, 
But, for a Lover, you too ſoon did yield. 
A Warriers Glory it muſt aceds diſgrace, 
At the firſt ſummons to yicld up the place. 
The Enemies themſelves, no leſs than T, 
Stood wondring at their eafje Victory : 
I faw their lips in whiſpers ſoftly move, 
Ts this the Man fo fam'd for Arms, and Love? 
Alas ! Achilles, tis not ſo we part 
From what we love, and what is near our heart, 
No healing kitles to my gricf you gave 
You turd meott, an unregarded ſlave. 
Was it your rage, that did your Love ſuppreſs ? 
Ah, love Brijcis more, and hate Atrides lcfs ! 

He 


7 
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He is not born of a true Hero's Race, 

Who lets his fury of his Love take place. 
Tzzers, and Wolves can fight : Love is the Teſt, 
Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt. 

Alas! when I was from your boſom forc'd; 

I felt my body from my ſoul divorc'd ; 

A deadly paleneſs overſpread my face 5 

Sleep left my eyes, and to my tears gave place : 
[tore my hair, and did my death decree : . 

Ah !learn to- part with what you love, from me. 
A bold eſcape I often did eflay, - 

But Greeks, and Trojans too, block'd up the way : 
Yet tho' a tender Maid could not break throw, 
Methinks, Achilles ſhould not be ſo flow 3 

Achilles, once the thunderbolt of War, 

The hope of Conquering Greece, and Troj's deſpair, 
Me in his Rivals Arms can he bchold ? 

And is his Courage with his Love grown cold? 
ButTconfeſs, that my negleCted Charms 

Did not dcſerve the Conqueſt of your Arms 
Theres 
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Therefore the Gods did by an eaſter way Bu 
Our wrongs attone, and dammages repay : WI 
Ajax with Phenix and Olyfes bring Is 1 
Humble ſubmiſſions from their haughty King : W! 
The Royal Penitent rich Preſents ſends, To 


The ſtrongeſt- Cement topiece broken friends. 
When Pray'rs well ſeconded with Gifts areſent, ||t h 
Both mortal, and immortal Powers relent : 
Twenty bright Veſlels of Corinthian Braſs, Wit 
.Their Sculpture did the coſtly Mine ſurpaſs ; lou 
Seven Chairs of State of the ſame Art, and Mould, Cou 
| And twicefive Talents of perſwaſive Gold. nd 
Twelve fiery Steeds.of the Epiriaz breed, Lver 
Matchleſs they are for beauty, and for ſpeed ; Pay; 
Six Le:bian Maids (but theſe I well cou'd ſpare) [av 
Their:10and Sack'd, theſe were the General's ſhare;|'0u 
And laſt a Bride, (ah ! tell 'em I am thine) o7 
At your own choice out of the Royal Line : all t 
With theſe they offer me 2: But, might I chuſe, hat' 


You ſhould take me, and all their gifts refulc : 
But 
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But me and thoſe you ſullenly reje&t; 

What have I done, to merit this neglect? 

it that you, and Fortune joyntly vow, 

Whom you make wretched, ſtill to keep them fo? 
Your Arms my Country did in aſhes lay, 

My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husbands ſlay : 
It had been kindneſs to have killd me too, 


IRather than kill me with unkindneſs now. 


lou loudly promis'd, that you would to me, 


ld, 


With Vowsas faithleſs, as your Mother Sea, ; 


Country, and Brothers, and a Husband be. 
nd 1s it thus, that you perform your Vow, 
ven with a Dowry to reje& me too ? 


Nay, fame reports that with the next fair wind, 


) [[aving your Honour, Faith, and me behind, 


refou quit our Coaſts: Before that fatal hour, 


But 


ay thunder ſtrike me, or kind Earth devour! 
all things, but your abſence can endure ! 


hat's a diſeaſe, which Death muſt only cure. 
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If to Achaia you will needs return, , B 
Leaving all Greece your ſullen rage to mourn. T 
Place me but in the number of your train, Y, 
And I no ſervile Office will diſdain : '0) 
If Pm deny'd the Honour of your Bed, T: 
| Let meatleaſt be, as your Captive lcd : Ye 
Rather than bani{l'd from your Family Fo 
I will endure another Wife to ſee ; : Th 
A. Wite, to make the great /Eacian Line, In 1 
Like Scarry Heaven, as numerouſily thine 3 Ru 
That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove His 


Worthy of Thetis, and their Grandfire Joze. But 


Let me on her an humble Hand-Maid, wait: : His 
On her, becauſe to you ſhe does relate. Anc 
T fear (Iknow not why ) that ſhe may be, Tha 
Than to her other Maids, more harſh to me - But 
But you are bound to guard your Conquer'd ſlave T,q, 
And to maintain the Articles you gave : Of 1 
Yet ſhould you yield to her imperious ſway, I gui 
No what you will, but turn mc not away. This 
But 


ut 
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— 


But why ſhould you depart? the King repentsz 
The Grecian Army wants you 1n their Tents : 
You conquer all ; Conquer your paſlion too 3 
Or elſe with FleGor, you will Greece undo. 
Take Arms ( FKacides) but firſt take me, 
Your juſter rage let routed Trojans ſee. 

For me begun, for me your anger end 3 

The fault I causd, let me have power to mend. 
In this to me you may with Honour yield, 

Rul'd by his Wife, Ocrides took the field. 

His Mothers Sacred Curſcs himdiſarm'd, 

But by his Wive's more powerful Spells uncharm'd. 
His armour once put off, he buckles on, 

And fights and Conquersfor his Calidor : 

That happy Wite prevaiFd, why ſhould not I ? 
But you that Title, and my Power deny : 
Title and Power, and all ambitious ſtrife 

Of being call'd your Miſtrils, or your Wife, 

I quictly Jay down ; butI muſt have 


This Claim allow'd, to be your faithtul Slave. 


Q_ I 
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I by thoſe dread, ill-cover'd Aſhesſwear, 

C Alas their Tomb Lyrneſan Ruins are ) 
Of my dead Spouſe, and by each Sacred Ghoſt 
Of my three Brothers, honourably loſt, 
Who for, and with their Country bravely fell 3 
By all, that's awful both in Heav'n, and Hell : 
And laſt of all by thine own head, and mine, 
Whom Love, though parted now, did ſometimes 
ThatT preſerve my Faith entire and chaſt ; (3 Jy _ 
That I no forein love, or pleaſure taſte ; 

That no aſperſion can my Honour touch 3 

O ! that Achilles too could fay as much! 

Some think he mourns for me ; But others fay, 

| In Loves ſoft joys he melts his hours away 53 

That ſome new Miſtriſs with 'Circear Charms 
Has lockt him up 1n her laſcivious arms, 

And ſo transform'd from what he was before, 
That he-will fight for Greeceor Me no more. 

The Trumpet now to the ſoft Lutemuſt yield - 
Fo Midnight Revels, Marches in the field. 


He 
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He whom of late Cireece, as her Mars, ador'd 
He, on whoſe Mafhe ſpcar, and glittering Sword 


The fates, and death did wait, that mighty Man 


Now weilds a Busk, and brandiſheth a Fan. 
Avert it Heaven! can he be only brave 

To waſt my Country, not his own to ſave ? 

And when his Arms my Family mow*d down, 
Loſt hehis ſting, and fo became a Drone ? 

Ah ! cure theſe fears; and let me hare the pride, 
To fe your Javelin fixt in He&or's fide. 

O / that the Greczans would ſend me to try, 

IfI could make your ſ{tubbornheart comply : 
Few words I'd uſe, all ſhould beltghs, and tears, 
And leoks, and kifks, mixt with hopcs, and fears : 
My Love like I1ghtningtht ow my Eyes thould fly, 
And thaw the Ice, which round your heart docs lic: 
domctimes my Arms about your neck I'd throw 
And then imbrace your knces, and humbly bow : 
There 1s more Eloquencein tears, and killes, 
Than in the ſmooth Harangues of fly Glrſfes : 


WM. A I hat 
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Thac noilie Rhetorick. of a twanging tongue, 

Serves but to g the heavy Crowd along : 

But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 

And at tho Windows one another ſpy : 

Thus, then your Mother Sea rais'd with the wind 

' More fierce, I would compoſe your ſtormy mind ; 

And my Love ſhining on my tears that flow, 

Should make a Rain-bow, and fair weather ſhow. 

So dreams my Love. Ah ! come, that may try, 

Tf I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. 

So may your Pyrrhus live to equalize 

His Grandſire's years, his Fathers. Viftories. 

Let me no longer pin'd 1n abſence lie 

Rather than live without you, let me die - 

{y heart's already cold, and death do's ſpread 

His livid palenefs o're my lively red. 

My Lite hangs only on the ſlender hope, 

That your reviving Love your rage will ſtop. 

If that ſhould fail, let me not linger on, 

Put Ict that Sword (to mine ah / too well known) 
Me 
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Me to my Brothers, and my Husband ſend 3 
Your hand began, your hand the work muſtend. 
But why ſuch Cruelty ? come then, and ſave 
Aﬀited Greece, and me your humble Slave. 


How much more decently might you imploy 


| Your 1ll-ſpent Rage againſt Neptunian Troy | 
Then furl your Sails, once more your Anchors caſt : 
Leave not your Country, nor your honour blalt. 
But go or ſtay 3 with you Iought to move, 

Made yours by Right of War, and Right of Love. 


Q 3 DEI A- 
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DEIANIRA 
| HERCULES 


The ARGUMENT. 


Deianira hatirg heard that Hercules was fallcr 
in Lowe with Iole a Captize; and at the ſame 
time that he was dying by a poiſcned Shirt ſhe 
had preſented him with , and had been told 
would recover a loſt affetion : betwixt diſdain 
ard arger for the firſt, and grief and deſpair 
for the laiter, ſhe writes the following Lines toher 
Hysband, | 


*M plcagd with the ſucceſs your Valour gave, 
| But grieve the Viftor is his Captives ſlave, 
'{ his unczpetted News ſoon flew tome, 
And with your former Life does ill agree. 
Con- 
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Continual Action, nor yet Jazo's Hate, 

Ner hurt whom {ole does Captivate : 

Enryſthens this, this did Joze's Wife deſign, 

Laugh at your weakneſs, and theſetears of mine; 

But: Jupiter hop'd better things, when he 

To make this Hero, made one night of three, * 

Venns has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, 

Than angry Junothat Imploys your Arms3 

| She by depreſling you, rais'd you the more, 

The other treads on you, whom you adore. 

You've freed theWorld from troublers of mankind, 

All things ſubmit to your Heroick mind : 

- You make the Seas ſecure, the Earth have reſt, 

Your mighty Name fills both the Eaſt and Welt. 

Heaven, that muſt bear you, [you did bear before, 

When weary Atlas did your aid Implore. 

Yet for all this, the greater is your ſhame, 

If with mean As you ſtain your Glorious Name. 

You killd two Serpezts with your Infant hand, 

Which then deſerv'd Foves Sceptcr to Command. 
Q 4 Your 
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Your laſt deeds ditfer from your firſt ſucceſs, 
The Infant makes the Man appear the leſs. 
No Savage Beaſts, nor fiercer Enemies, 
Cou'd Conquer him,whom Love docs now ſurprize, 
Some think my Marriage a grear Happineſs, 
Being Jores Daughter, Wite of Hercules ; 
But as Extreams do very 1ll agree, 
The Crcatneſs of my Husband leflens me : 
This ſeeming Honour gives a mortal wound : 
Amongſt our Equals Happincſs is found c 
Athome in quiet they their Lives jnjoy 3 
Tymults, and Wars, do all his hours imploy : 
This abſence makes me ſo unfortunate,' 
IT buy your Glory at too dear a rate, 
I weary Heaven with Vows and Sacrifice, 
Leſt you ſhould fall by Beaſts, or Enemics. 
When you aſlault a Lioz, or Wild Boar, 
You hazard much, but I ſtill hazard more. 
Strange Dreams and Viſions ſet betore mine Eyes, 
4 he dangers that attend your Vidories. 

Un- 


IF 
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Unhappy I to vain Reports give Ear, - 

Then vainly hope, and then as vainly fear. 

Your abſent Motherblaſhes the pleas'd Joe, 

Amphatryos abſent, and the Son you love. 

I ſee Exryſiheus has contriv'd y our Fate, 

And will make uſe of Jan's reſtleſs hate. 

This I could bear, did you love none but me, 

But you are Amorous of all you ſee. 

Yet Omphale does now inrage me more, 

Than all the Beauties you admir'd before. 

Menanders Streams have ſeen thoſe ſhoulders wear 

Rich Chains, that Hcav'n as a ſmall weight did 
bear. 

but were you not aſhamed to behold (Gol, 

Thoſe Arms weigh'd down with Jewels, and with 

That made the fierce Nemean Lyon die, 

And wore his Skin to ſhew the Victory ? 

When like a Woman you did dreſs your hair, 


Lawrel had been for you a hitter wear. 
As 
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As Wanton Maids, you thought it was no ſhame 
To wear a Salh to pleaſe your haughty Dame. Mov 


Fierce Diomedes was not in your mind, 
That fed his bloody Horſes with mankind : bo {c 
Did but Buſris fee this ſtrange diſguiſe, ou 


The conquer'd would the Conqueror deſpiſe. 


Anteus would retrieve his Captive State, 


And ſcorn a Victor ſo Etfeminate. he 
Among the Grecian Virgins you ſit down, ind 
And ſpin, and tremble at a Womans frown ? lou 
A Diſtaffe, not a Scepter fills that Hand, oive 
That Conquer'd all things, and did all Command. Jl] 1 
Then in her- preſence you do trembling ſtand, Þ0 1 
And fear a blow as death, from her fair hand : tn 
And to regain her favour you reveal | The 
Thoſe gloricus Ations you ſhould then conceal. The! 
How you that ſtrange and fruitful Serpent {lew, The 
That by his wounds more fierce and ſtronger grew, nc 1 

And 


How when you fought, you never loſt the ticld, 


But made great Kings and crucl Monii.rs yield, 
And 


], 


V, 
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\nd can you boaſt or think of things ſo great, 

Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels ſet ? 

heſe actions and that Garb do diſagree, 

0 ſoft a dreſs do's give your tongue the lie. 

our Miſtreſs too puts on your Conqu'ring Arms, 

ind makes you ſtoop to her more pow'rful 
Charms. 

he wears your Robes to ſhew her Victory, 

ind 1s, what you once thought your ſelf tobe. 

ſour glorious Conquelt, and illuſtrious Fame, 

Give her renoven, bat you eternal ſhame. 

All is to her, by whom your conquer'd, due 3 

Go now and brag of what remains to you. 

Lt not.a ſhame, that her ſoft Arms ſhould bear 

The Liors rugged kin you once did wear ? 

Theſe ſpoils are not the Lions but your own, 

The Beaſt you Conquer'd, you ſhe Overcome. 

dhe takes your Club up 1n her ftecble hand, 


And in her Glaſs ſhe learns how to Command. 
All 
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All this Theard - yet I could not believe But 
The fad report, which cauſes me to grieve. Th 
Your Jole is brought before my face, WI 
I muſt be Witneſs of my own diſgrace, 

Whilſt I rctie& on my uobappy Fate, Is. 
She makes her Entry in tne Townan State, Sha 
Not as a Captive with her hair unbound, Ant 
Nor her dejcited Eyes fixt on the Ground 3 My 
But coverd o're with Jewels and with Gold, JAn« 
As Phrygia once did Hercules behold ; Me 
And ſalutes all with as much Majeſty, Sha 
As if her Father had the Victory. Unl 
Perhaps to leave me isdefign'd by you, Wh 
True to your Miſtreſs, to your Wite untrue. On 
You'l be Divorc'd from me, and Marry her, The 
The Conquer'd mult obey the Conquerour, Wh 
This fear torments me more than all the reſt, Sho 
And asa Dagger, wounds my troubled Breaft. Onl 
I knew the time when you did love me\ Not 
Than any ſhe whom you do now adore. | *_ 


Put 


ut 
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But oh ! asT am writing, the news flies, 

That by a poyſon'd Shirt my Husband dies. 

What have I done , whether has Love drove 
me 2? 

Is Love the Authour of ſuch cruelty ? 

Shall my dear Hercules endure this pain, 

And T, th' unhappy Cauſe, alive remain ? 

My Title to him, by my Death Ill prove, 

And ſurely Death's an Argument of Love. 
Meleager will a Siſter find in me: 

Shall Dejarira be afraid to die? 

Unhappy Houſe! Uſurpers fill the Throne, 

Whilſt the true Sovereign 1s eſteem'd by none. 
One Brother waſts his Lite in forein Lands, 

The other perift'd by his Mothers hands, 

Who on her felt reveng'd the Crime : Then why 
Should Dezanira be afraid to dic ? 

Only this thing I beg.with my Iaſt breath , 


Not to believe that I deſign'd your death. 
As 
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As ſoon as you ſtruck Neſs with your dart, 

His blood, he ſaid , would Charm a ſtraying 
| heart. 

In it I dipt the ſhirt, *twas but to try : 


O Deianira make, make haſt to die. 


Adieu my Father, Siſter too adiecu / 
Adicu my Country, and-my Brother too ! 
Farewel this light , the Iaſt that I ſhall ſee, 


Fills farewel, my dear I come to thee. 


ACoN-|7 


— (239) 
ACONTIUS 
ICY DIPPE. 


Mr. R. D @ KEE. 


bk. A 


_— 
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The ARGUMENT. 


- J\contius 7 the Temple of Diana at Delos, ( fa- 
mons for the reſort of the moſt Beautiful Vir= 
gins of all Greece ) fell in Love with Cydippe, 
a Ladyof uality much above his own 5 not da- 
ring therefore to Court ber openly, he found this 
device to obtain her : He writes upon the faire 
Apple that conl4 be procured , a couple of Verſes 
to this effe®, 


Iſwear by Chaſt D7ara, IT will be 


' In Sacred Wedlock ever joyrwd'to thee, 
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and throws it at the feet of the young Lady, 
She ſuſpeFing not the deceit takes it up , and 
reads it , and therein promiſes her ſelf in Mar- 
riage to Acontius 3 there being a Law there in 
orce , that whatever any perſon ſhould Swear 
in the Temple of Diana of Delos, ſhould ſtand 
good and be inviolably obſervd, But her Fa- 
ther not knowing what had paſt, and hating 
ot long after promiſed her to another , juſt as 
the Solemmitics of Marrizge were to be per- 
form'd , ſhe was taken with a ſudden and wio- 
lent Feaver, which Acontins endeavonrs to 
perſwade her was ſent from Diana, as a puniſh- 
auent of the breach of the Vow made in her 
preſence. And this, with the reſt of the Ar- 
guments which on ſuch an occaion would occur 


to a Lower, is the Subje® of the following 
Epiſtle, 
(more, 


R Ead boldly thisz here you ſhall Swear no 


For that's enough which you have Sworn 
. ; | (before. 
Readit; ſo may that violent Dilcaſe, 
Which thy dear body, but my Soul doth ſeiſe, 
Forget its too long pracis'd Cruelty, 

And health to you reſtore, and you to me. 


Why 
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Why do you bluſh: ? for bluſh you do fear, 
As when you firſt did in the Temple ſwear : 


Truth to your plighted Faith 1sall I claim 3 
And truth can never be the cauſe of ſhame. 
Shame lives with guilt, but you your vertue prove 
In favouring mine, for mine's a Husbands love. 
Ah ! to your (elf thoſe binding words repeat 


w, 


That once your wiſhing Eyesev'nlong'd to meet, 4 


LY 


When th'Apple brought*em dancing to your fect. 


There you will find the Solemn Vow you made, 


Wiich,it your health, or minecan ought perſwade; 


You to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My fears for you increaſe with my deſire, 
And Hope blows that already raging tire 3 
For hope you gave; nor can you this deny, 
For the great Goddcls of the Fane was by 3 
She was, and heard, and from her hallowed Shrime 
A ſudden kind Auſpicious light did ſhines 
R. | Her 
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Her Statue ſeem'd to nod its awful head, 


And give its glad conſent to what you faid ; 
Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſperous cheat, 
Yet ſtill confeſs 'twas Love that taught me it. 

In that deceit what did I elſe deſign, 

But with your own conſent to make you mine? 
What you my Crime, I call my Innocence, 

Since Loving you has been my ſole offence. 

Nor nature gave me, nor has practiſe taught 

The Nets with which young Virgins hearts are 
You my accuſer taught me to deceive, (emgat. 
And Love, with you, did his aſiiſtance give 5 
For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himſelf indite : 
Again, you ſee I write by his Command, 

He guides my Pen, and rules my willing hand, 
Again ſuch kind, ſuch loving words I ſend, 
As makes me fear that I again oficnd, 

Yetit my Love's my Crime, I muſt confeſs, 


Great 15 my Guilt, but never ſhall be 1cſs, 
Oh 


J" 
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Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new paths to reach thy Love. 

A thouſand ways to that ſteep Mountain lead, 
Tho' hard to find, and diflicuit to tread. 

All theſe will I ind out, and break tiirough all, 

For which my Flames compar, the danger”s {:nall. 
The Gods alone know what the end will be, 
Yetif we Mortals any thing foreſce, 

One way or other you muſt yicld to me. 
If all my Arts ſhould fail, to Arms I'll fly, 
And ſnatch by force what you my Prayers deny : 
E all thoſe Heroes mighty Acts applaud, 

Who firſt haveled me this Huſtrious Road. 


I too --- but hold, dcaththe reward will ke, 


Death be 1t then 
For to loſe you 15 more than death to me. 
Were you leſs fair, I'd uſe the vulgar way 
OF tedious Courtſhip, and of dull delay. 
But thy brizht form kindles more eager tircs, 
And ſomething wondrous, as it feIf, Inſpires 5 

Ro Thoſe 


o 
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T hoſe Eycs that all the Heavenly lights out-ſhine, 
(Which Oh / may'{t thou behold, and love inmine) 
Thoſe ſnowy Arms, which on my neck ſhould fall, 
It y'ou the Vows you made, regard at all, 

That modeſt {weetneſs, and becoming Grace, 
Fhat paints with living red your bluſhing face, 
Thoſe feet with which they only can compare, 
That through theSilver flood bright Thetis bear : 
Do all conipire my madnels to excite, 

With all the reſt that 1s deny'd fo fight. 

Which could I praiſe, alikeI then were bleſt, 

And all the ſtorms of my vex'd Soulat reſt, 

No wonder then if with ſuch Beauty fir'd, 

I of your Love the Sacred pledge delird, 

Rage now and be as angry as you will, 

Your very frowns all other ſmiles excel ; 

Put give me lcave that anger to appeate, 

By my ſubmiliton, that my Love did raile. 

Your pardon proſtrate at your feet I'll crave, 
The humble poſture of your guilty Slave. | 
; VVih 
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With falling tears your fiery rageT!l cool, 
And lay the riſing tempeſt of your ſoul. 
Why inmy abſence are you thus ſevere 2? < 
Summon'd at your Tribunal to appear, $ 
For all my Crimes, I'd gladly ſuffer there, 
With pride whatever you inflidt receive, : 
And love the wounds thoſe hands vouchſafe to 
g1VCs 
Your Fetters too — But they alas are vain, 
For Love has bound me, and I hug my Chain, 
Your hardeſt Laws with patience ll obey, 
Tilt you your (elf at laſtrelentand ſay, 
When all my ſufterings you with pity ſee, 
Fle that can love ſo well, is worthy me, 
But it all this {nould unſucceſsful prove, 
Diana claims for me your promisd love. 
O may my fears be falſe ! yet ſhe delights 
In juſt revenge of her abuſcd Rites. 
I dread to hide, what yet to ſpeak I Cread, 
Leſt you ſhould think that for my (cif I picad, 
| R 3 1ct 
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Yet outit muſt, —*Tisthis, *Tis ſurely this, 

T ha tis the fucl to your hot diſeaſe : 

When waiting / erat your Porch attends, 

Her fatal Meſſeng-r the Goddeſs ſends. 

And when you would to his kind call conſent, 

This Feavor docs your perjury prevent. 

Forbear, torbear thus to provoke her rage, 

Which you focafily may yet aſlwage. 

Forbear to make that lovely charming face 

T he prey to every cnvicus diſeaſe : 

Preſerve thoſe looks to beenjoy d by me, 

Which none ſhould ever but with wonder fee ; 

Let that freſh colour tb your checks return, 

Whoſe glowing flame did all bcholders burn, 

But Ict on him, th' unhappy cauſe of all 

The ills that from Dzara's anger tall, 

No greater torments light than thoſe I tec], 

When you my deareſt, tcndreſt part are ill. 

For oh ! with what dire Tortures am I rackt, 

Whomdifferent gricts fuceefively diſtract ! 
Sometimes 
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Sometimes my grief from this do's higher grow, 

To think that I have caus'd ſo much to you, 

Then great Diana's witneſs, how I pray, 

That all our Crimeson me alone ſhe'd lay! 

Sometimes to your lov'd doors difguis'd I 
come, | 

And all around *'emup and downlI roam. 

TillI your Woman coming from you ſpy, 

With looks deje&ted, and a weeping eye. | 

With filent ſteps, like ſome ſad Ghoſt I ſteal 

Cloſe up to her, and urge her to reveal : 

More than new queſtions ſuffer her to tell: 

How you had flept, what dyet you had us'd ? 

And oft the vain Phyſicians art accus'd, 

He every hour ( Oh, wereT bleſt as he ! 

Do's all the turns of your Diſtemper ſce3 


Why ſit notT by your Bed fide all day, 
My mournful head in your warm bolom lay, j 


Till with my Tears the inward fires decay ? 
| R 4 Why 
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Why pr<{s not I your melting hand in mine, 
And from your pulle ot my own health divine ? 
But oh / the wiihes all are vain ; and he 
Whom moſt I fear, may now {it cloſe by thee, 
Forgetfol as thou art of Heaven and nie. 
He that lov'd hand do's prefs, and oft do's icign 
Some new cxculc toſecl they beating vein. 
Then his bold hand upto your arm do's {lide, 
And in your panting Breaſt it ſelf do's hide; 
Kiſles ſometimes he ſaaiches too from thee, 
For his officious care too great a Fee. 
Robber, who gave thce leave to taſt that lip, 
And the ripe harveſt of my kifles reap 2? 
For tkey are mine, fo is tyat boſom too, 
Which falſe as *ris, ſhall never harbour you. 
Fake, take away thoſe thy Adulterous hands, 
For know another Lord that breaſt Commands. 
'Tis trac, her Father promis'd her to thee, 
But Heaven and ſhe 6rlt gave her ſclf to m2. 
And 
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And you in Juſtice therefore ſhould decline 
Your claim to that which is already mine. 
This is the man, Czdippe, that excites 
Djana's rage, to vindicate her Rites. 
Command him then not to approach thy door, * 
This done, the danger of your dcath is o're. 
For fear not , Beauteous Maid , but keep thy 

Vow, 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 
And ſhe who took it, will thy health reſtore, 
And be propitiousas ſhe was before, 
< 2Tisnot the ſteam ofa {lain Heifers blood, 
* That can allay the anger of a God. - 
*>T1s Iruth, and Juſtice to our Vows, appeaſe 
* Their angry Dcities, and without theſe 
* No flaughter'd Beaſt their fury candivert 3 
*c For that's a Sacrihce without a heart. 
Some, bitter Potions patiently endure, 
And kiſs the wounding Launce that works 
their cure 5 
You 
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You have no need theſe cruel cures to feel, 

Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 

Why ler you {tl} your pious Parents weep, 

Whomyou in 1gii'rance of your promiſe keep - 

Oh! to your Mother all our Story tell, 

And the whole progreſs of our Love reveal, 

Tell her how tirſt at great Dima's Shrine, 

I 1xt my eyes, my wondring eycs on thine, 

How like the Statues there, I ſtood amaz'd, 

Whilſt on thy face intempratcly I gaz'd. 

She will her (clt when you my tale repcar, 

Smile, and approve the Amorous deceit. 

Marry, {he'll ay, whom Heaven commend 
to thee, 

He who has pleas d Djaza, plcaics me. 

But ſhould ſhe ack from what deſcent I came, 

My Country, and my Parents, and my name, 

Tell her that none of theſe deſerve my ſhame. 

Had you not ſworn, you ſucha one might chooſe ; 

But were he worſe, now ſivorn, you can 't rcfule. 

This 
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This in my dreams Diana bad me write, 

And when I wak*d, ſent Czpid to indite : 

Obey 'em both, for one has wounded me, 

Which wound if you with eyes of pity ſee, 

She too will foonrelent that wounded thee. 

Then to our joys with cager haſt we'll move, 

As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. 

To the great Temple we'll in Trrumph go, 

And with ourOtterings at the Altar Bow. 

A Golden Image there I'll Conlecrate, 

Of the falſe Apples innocent deceit 3 

And write below the happy Verle that came, 

The Mcilenger of my ſucccſ>tul flame 3 

«Let all the World this from Acontius know, 

% Cdippe has been faithful to her Vow. 

More I could write , but fince thy illneſs 
rcigns, 

And wracks thy tender Limbs with ſharpeſt 


pains, 
My 
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My pen falls down for fear, leſt this might be, | 


Altho for me too little, yet too much for thee. 


CYDIP- 


(253) 


— 


=» + RIC 


CYDIPPE 


Her Anſwer to 


ACONTIUS, 


Mr. BUT LE R; 


LeſtI ſhou'd Swear asI had done before ! 
Nor had I read, but that I feard t engage 
By my neglc& thepeeviſh Goddeſs Rage : 

I vain In deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains your Friend, 
A Virgin rather ſhowd a Virgm Aid, 


But where I ſcek Relief I am betray*d ! 


| |þ ſilent fear T read your Letter o're 3 


T lan- 
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T languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſcaſe 


As yet lies hid, no Medicine gives me Falſe. 


In how much pain dol this Letter write! 


To my weak Hand my {icklier thoughts indite : | 


What anx1ous fear alas affiifts me too, ] 
Leſt any but my truſty Nurſe ſhouw'd know ! \ 
To gain metime to write, the door the keeps, 
And whiſpering tells the Viſitants, She Sleeps. A 
Worſe ills I could not for your ſake ſuſtain, v 
Tho' you had merit equal to my Pain. T 
Your. Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snarc, | T 
I had been happy had I ſeem'd leſs Fair : Sa 
Whilſt with your Rival you contend to raiſc Tt 
My Beauty's Fame, I periſh by your Praiſe - OL 
Whilſt ncither will admit the others Claim, Ye 


The Chaſe is hinder'd, and both miſs the Game. [An 

My Nuptial day draws on, my Parents pref [By 
The Sacred Rites, my blooming years no leſs. At] 
But whilſt glad Hymer at my door attends, Anc 


Grim Dcath waits near to force me from his Hands, [So1 


Come 
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Some call my Sickneſs Chance, and ſome pretend 


The Gods this Lett to croſs my Nuprials ſend 3 | 


Whilſt by ſeverer Cenſure you are gueſt, | | 


By Phil:ira's, to have wrought upon my Breaſt. | 


If then your love ſuch nuſchict can create, 
What Miſery is reſerv'd for her you Hate ! 
Wou'd I to Delosne*r had found the way, 


Atleaſt not found it on that fatal Day / 


When in our Port our Anchors firſt we weigh'd, 
I unwilling veſicl ſtill 1 th” Harbour ſtay'd 3 
re, | Twice did croſs winds beat back our flagging Sails, 
Said I, croſs winds ?no!thoſe were proſp'rous Gales! 
Thoſe winds alone blew fair, that back convey'd 
Our Ship, and thoſe that oft our Paſlage ſtay'd. 
YetI toſce fam'd Delos am in pain, 
And fondly of each hindring blaſt complain. 


of [By Teros Ile, and Mycone we Steer d, 


Atlaſt fair Delos winding Clifts appear d 3 


And much I fear 1ſt now the Fairy Shore 


4c, [Shouw'd vaniſh, as tis ſaid r have done before. 
Ar 
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At night we Land, ſoon as the day return'd 

My platted Treſles are with Gemms adorn'd, 

Then to attend the Sacred Rites we go, 

And pious Incenſe on each Altar throw, 

My Parents there at their Devotion ſtay ; 

My Nurſc and I throughall the Temple ſtray : 

We view each Court, and each, freſh wonder 
brings 3 

Pictures, and Statues, Gifts of Ancient Kings. 

But whilſt into theſe Rarities I pry'd, 

I am my ſclt by fly Awntins ſpy'd. 

Thence to the inmoſt Temple we remove, 


The place that ſhould a Sanctuary prove. 


| Yet there I find the Apple with this Rhime ——» 


Ah! me, I'd like to have Sworn the ſecond time / 


| The Name of W edlock I nolfooner read, 


" o 


iy 


But through my Checks a troubled bluſh was | 


ſpread. 
Why aidit thou cheat an unſuſpefting Maid ? 
I ſhow'd have been intreated, not betray'd : 
ls 


B 


T 


bs 
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Is then the Goddeſs bound to take thy part? 
And ratifie an Oath without the heart ? 
The will conſents, but that was abſent there ; 
I read indecd the Oath, but did not ſwear, 
Yet cannot I deny that I ſuſpect 
Diana's Rage this ſickneſs do's inflidt 5 
Glad Hymer thrice did to our Courts repair, 
Thrice frighted fled to find Death plantcd there. 
Thin Cov'rings on my Feaveriſh Limbs are ſpread, 
My Parents mourn me as already Dead, 
What have I done to merit this diſtreſs, 
That read but words whoſe fraud I cou'd not gnels! 
Do thou , evn thou from whom my ſuff rings 
ſpring, 

T' appeaic the Goddelſs/Rage thine Off rings bring, 
When will thoſe hands that writ the fatal Rhime, 
Bear Incenſ: to remove my pain, thy Crime ! 

Nor think that thy rich Rival tho? allow'd 
To Viſit, is of greater Favours proud, 

S BY 
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By me heſits, but ſtill juſt diſtance keeps, 
Reſtleſs as I, talks feldom, often weeps : 
 Bluſhing hetakesa kifs, and leaves a tear, | 
And once his Courage fcrv'd to Cry --- My Dear. | 
But from his arms ſe by degreesI creep, | 
And to prevent Iifourke pretend to ſleep. 
He finds, but woud his ſenſe o'th' flight diſguiſe, 
He checks his Tongue, but chides me with his Eyes, 
With grief he waſts, and I with Feavours pine. 
Tis we that ſuffer, .but th* Offence was thine. 
You write for leave to come and fee me here, 

Yet know your former viſit coſt me dear. | 
Why would(t thou hither come, thou canſt but fee 
Thedouble Trophiesof thy Cruelty. 
My fleſh confum'd, my Cheeks of bloodleſs hue, 
Such as I oncedidinthy. Apple VIEW. 
Show'dſt ſee me now thou wou'd(t repent thy cheat, 
Nor think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit, 
To Dees back with greaterhaſt wou'dſt go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releafe my Vow. 

On 


9 
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Onnew deſignsthy fancy would ſt imploy, 
Contrive new Oathsthe former todeſtroy. 
No Means have been omitted to procure 
My health, but (till my Feav riſh fits endure; 
We ask'd the Oracle what caus'd my pains ? 
The Oracle of broken Vows complains ! 
The Gods themſelves on your behalf declare: 


What haſt thou done to merit this their care ? 


But fo it is and I at laſt incline, : 
Since that thou art their choice, to make thee 
Mine. 


Already tomy Mother I've declar'd, 

How by your Cunning I have been inſnar'd, 
Pre done, and whatT have alrcady ſaid, 

I fear is more than will become a Maid. 

My thoughts are now confugs'd, and can indite 
No more, my fecble hand no more can write. 
Nor needT more ſubſcribe, but this, Be True / 
And ( finceit muſt be ſo ) »zy Dear Adien ! 


EFINTS. 
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